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YES: 
00 for Quality Excellence 
100 for Good Eating Anytime 
100 for Delicious Food-Energy 
100 for Universal Popularity 





Always Ask For 


CURTISS .. 
Fine c ie a 


Also Makers of: BUTTERFINGER, DIP, COCONUT GROVE, MOON SPOON, neaaiiheliaanteus an 
the food energy contained in one 


FRUIT DROPS, MINTS and GUM delicious 10c bar of Baby Ruth. 











by MARJORIE VETTER 


we THAT STEWART GIRL. By Nina Pa.- 

MER. William Morrow and Com- 
pany, $2.50. You think you have an inferi- 
ority complex? Wait until you read about 
Petra. Though she had so little confidence 
in herself, Petra could draw; she could 
write; she was genuinely interested in many 
things; she was intelligent and she had 
ideas. She didn’t know how to dress or to 
do her hair. Most of the time she was too 
absorbed in some fascinating project to care 
how she looked. To her fellow students she 
was “that Stewart girl” whom no one both- 
ered to know very well. But from the day 
she dropped her sketches in the class meet- 
ing, it didn’t take her classmates long to 
make use of Petra’s talents and her sense of 
responsibility. It was Petra who tutored the 
handsome class president and football star 
so he was eligible to play; Petra who worked 
with the able editor of the class paper; 
Petra who designed and executed the first 
scenery any Millville senior class play ever 
had. In short, Petra became a “big wheel” 
among the seniors, but it took her a whole 
year to find out how much her class admired 
and loved her. Here is a high-school back- 
ground such as hundreds of you know in 
towns and cities all over the country. There 
is humor and understanding in Petra’s story 
and you will be amused, moved, and en- 
couraged by it. 


(aie) FAST TURNS. By FLORENCE CHOATE. 

J. B. Lippincott Company, $2.50. 
Proud, conservative Grandma Howard did 
not approve of a ballet dancer granddaugh- 
ter. But Mother said firmly that Adrienne 
should have her chance. With the loss of a 
lodger and the house in need of a new roof, 
Adrienne could not have had extra ballet 
lessons if Madame had not made special 
arrangements because of faith in her pupil’s 
ability. No wonder Adrienne was determined 
to succeed. Dancing at the veterans’ hospi- 
tal, she made a new friend—attractive, mys- 
terious Jim Bohlen. As the Howards’ new 
lodger, Jim proved a friend to all the fam- 
ily—small, crippled Hilda; likable Andy; 
Mother; and even queenly Grandma How- 
ard. Adrienne’s first professional venture had 
an unfortunate ending, but hard work paid 
off in opportunity in the end. The story 
moves along swiftly, combining the interest 
of a career in ballet with the warm human- 
ness of an attractive family. THE END 





If you are interested in books reviewed on these 
pages, and you cannot find copies at your local 
bookstore, you may order from the publishers 
in care of the magazine. Please riake checks 
or money orders payable to the publisher, not 
to THe AMERICAN Girt. 
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Keep a Recipe Scrapbook 


A fast,easy dish that'll have 


your family (and troop*) saying, 
“She’s a wonderful cook!” 





HURRY-UP HOLLANDAISE 


Served with Asparagus and Ham Steak 


Foods® or Hellmann’s® Real May- bread slices with cookie cutter, spread 

onnaise, % cup milk. Cook over hot with Real Mayonnaise, toast). Serves 

water 5 minutes, stirring constantly. 6. Delicious with Ham Steak: Broil %4” 

Add ¥% tsp. salt, % tsp. white pepper, thick*ham steak under moderate | 
| 1 ths. lemon juice, 1 tsp. grated lemon flame, 10 mins. each side. 


| Here’s a real “gourmet” sauce, made rind. Serve over asparagus bundles | 
| in a jiffy! Just combine % cup Best held in toasted bread rings (shape | 


pnvemmnauaiiiatenmetediendeinddasentia 


What a delicious difference Best Foods 
or Hellmann’s Real Mayonnaise makes 
in so many dishes . . . salads, 
sandwiches, and sauces, too. Made with 
freshly broken whole eggs, it’s finer 

in flavor, smoother in texture, 

with the goodness whole eggs alone 
can give. You'll taste the difference 
the very first time you enjoy Best Foods 
or Hellmann’s . . . America’s 

\/ favorite mayonnaise! 






“Earning your 
Cook Proficiency Badge? 


Clip this recipe now. It’s ideal 
for Activity 17... “Make a 
troop or patrol recipe book con- 
sisting of self-tested recipes for 
general cooking, each member 
contributing at least five.” 
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BOY, SOM I. BY 3:00 I FEEL My MARKS YOU SHOULDA HEARD THE 
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WOW/ CHIQUITA, YOUR BANANAS 
ARE POWER-PACKED. CMON, 






Teeners love fully ripe, energy-packed ba- 
nanas! For a FREE copy of my banana song 
fill out and mail the coupon below. 








BILL, ILL RACE YOU HOME. 
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United Fruit Company, Dept. AG 

Pier 3, North River, New York 6, W. Y. 
Please send me FREE 
Chiquita Banana’s song. 
NAME 
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unless you guard against this risk. So be 
wise — give underarms MUM’s new finer 
Pool by Chemalon Industries protection. 


ESTHER R. BIEN, ® , 
Editor and Publisher Now) ‘Mum contains M-3 


Cover by Kohn-Dzurella 


Tittre W. Green, Production Editor Pum Hummerstone, Art Director Pohabes practically magic ingre- 
Margorie Vetter, Fiction Editor Astry E. CAMPBELL, Assistant to dient that actually destroys 
Laura Vitray, Article Editor Art Director odor-causing bacteria. No 


Freperic F. Austin, Business and : 
Mary R. Irons, Features Editor Chaduien Mumew wonder softer, creamier new 


Pat pt Sernia, Fashion Editor ANNABELLE Dean, Promotion Mum with M-3 stops odor all 
day long! 
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Epwarp C. Warren, Advertising Manager 

Mas. Roy F. Layton, Preswent, Girt Scouts Donotny C. Stratton, Nationat Executive Dmector Mum deodorant is safe for normal skin. 

Mas. Atrrep R. Bacwracu, Cuamman, American Girt Committee Safe for clothes, too. Yes, gentle Mum is 

APRIL COVER certified by the American Institute of 

Laundering, guaranteed not to rot or dis- 

color even your finest fabrics. And please 

note—new Mum is the only leading deo- 

dorant that contains no water to dry out 

or decrease its efficiency. No waste. No 
drying out. 


Doris Hoffmann, our pretty cover girl for the month 
of April, looks as pert as a pixie as she sits beside 
this rock-garden pool. She is wearing a full-skirted 
polka-dot sundress by Suzy Brooks. Built-up bodice 
is tight-fitting, and the V-shaped collar and arm- 
holes are edged in solid piping. The little solid-color 
fly-away jacket has cap sleeves and a Peter Pan You'll love every delicate whiff of 
new Mum’s exclusive fragrance—as 
well as its creamier texture. Stays 
smooth and usable, wonderful right 
to the bottom of the jar. So be a 


collar. It closes with four covered buttons and has 


an inverted back pleat. In red and white; blue and 





white. Sizes 8-14 subteen, about $9, at the stores on 
page 50. Jewelry by Coro. Lipstick by Cutex. 





dream for daintiness—get new Mum } 
today. 4 
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Needle slants toward you in- 
stead of being straight up and 
down. Makes it easier to see as 
you sew, easier to feed fabrics. 
Exclusice on this new SINGER! 


Cabinet and portable, all in one! 
Lift up handle concealed in top 
—lift machine out of cabinet. 
Made of light, sturdy aluminum. 
Has both knee and foot controls. 


Seam-width guides are marked 
on the throat plate. New speed 
control makes it easiest ever to 
sew extra-slow or extra-fast. Dial 
adjusts tension accurately. 


Direct-route threading; quickest, 
simplest ever. One hand does it! 
Only this newest SINGER has so 
many sewing advantages. Choice 
of beige or black. Try it soon! 


Comes in new Spinet Cabinet and many other styles 


Spinet Cabinet, exciting new de- 
sign. Leaf opens toward you. Ma- 
chine is set at an angle. You sit 
more comfortably, see better, sew 
more easily. 


Modern Desk. Oneof many styles 
in which you can get new slant- 
needle, famous straight-needle, or 
“zigzag” swing-needle SINGER* 
Sewing Machines. 


*A Trade Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. 
Copyright, U.S.A., 1962, 1958, by THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. 


All rights reserved for all countries. The new SINGER available in the United States only. 


Liberal trade-in allowances 


SINGER ~ 


Easy budget terms 


*Don't be misled. SINGER sells and 
services its products only through 
SINGER SEWING CENTERS, identi- 

fied by the Red “S” Trade Mark on the win- 
dow, and listed in your phone directory only 
under SINGER SEWING MACHINE CO. 
There are more than 1200 SINGER SEW- 
ING CENTERS coast to coast .. . and more 
than 4000 SINGER service cars always ready 
to bring SINGER service right to your door. 


Visit your SINGER SEWING CENTER—take Mother along, too! See 
and try the slant-needle SINGER—and the other famous SINGER 
Sewing Machines. All designed for a lifetime of dependable service! 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


THERE’S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU 





Pat and Sandy find lambs can be 
synonymous with mystery and danger 


by FRANCES FITZPATRICK WRIGHT 


Illustrations by Sylvia Haggander 


DEAR JANIE: 

I am in the doghouse again. It is becoming my permanent 
residence—all because of my horrible habit of forgetting things. 
Last month I forgot to go to the light-company office and pay 
our bill as Mother had asked me to do. So we were overdue 
and had to pay the penalty, which infuriated Father who can't 
stand what he calls wanton waste. 

Then, just last week, I forgot to turn off the oven at the right 
time, so when Mother got home from town, the roast was 
charred. And today I forgot to stop at the drugstore and get 
nipples for the baby lambs. Because our car is in the shop, 
Tommy had to go back to town on his bike and get them. It is 
so bitterly cold he didn’t want to go. I wish I had gone myself. 
I've just had a long lecture from Father on my shortcomings, 
and Mother shows she is exasperated. I don’t know what has 
happened to my mind. I never used to be so forgetful. 

The nipples are a necessity because lambing time has started. 
We will soon have lambs coming out of our ears. How I dread 
it. Even in good weather it’s bad enough, because Father has 
to be up at all hours looking after the ewes. He gets as nervous 
as a jumping bean. In weather like this, it’s a lot worse. The 
lambs are liable to freeze to death in the first hour after they 
are born unless they are mighty husky. Father brings the weak 
ones into the bosom of the family. I went to Mother's room 
when I got home from school today and there on the hearth, 
before a blazing fire, was a lamb incubator made out of a big 














cardboard box lined with oid blankets and newspapers. In- 
side were three poor, puny, repulsive-looking little lambs. 
Mother was bending over them, trying to feed them warm 
sweet milk with a teaspoon, a messy business. 

The minute I saw her, I remembered. She held out her 
hand for the nipples, and I had to tell her I had forgotten 
them. 

She groaned and said, “Oh, Pat! How could you?” 

It was then that Pop pitched into me. He said I am self- 
centered and that’s why I forget everything that doesn’t 
concern me directly. What could I say, except I was sorry? 

I really am sorry, too. I am determined to break the habit 
of forgetting. It was my bad luck to forget anything today. 
I had gone to Mother’s room to ask a big favor. I want a 
red velveteen dress for the spring dance. I tried on one at 
the Chic Shop today. It is adorable and I am dying for it, 
but needless to say, I didn’t bring up the matter. Father 
would have said that sackcloth and ashes were good enough 
for me. 

Your faithful and forgetful friend, 
P. Downing 
Dear Janie. 

Thanks for the letter of sympathy. I need it. When I finally 
got the nerve to mention the red velvet to Mother, she vetoed 
it. She says my pink taffeta will have to do. How I loathe it! 
It makes me look like a creep. The velveteen is so luscious 
and Sandy loves red. I hope he is going to take me to the 
dance. Evalina Stevens is my worst competition. She is trying 
to get Sandy, since she broke up with Jerry Rodgers. So keep 
your fingers crossed for me. 

The lambing goes on apace. If I ever marry, it won't be 
a farmer. Mother is living proof that a farmer’s wife gets 
no rest, winter or summer. Life on a farm is just a chain 
of emergencies. I definitely wouldn’t care to share my 
bedroom with newborn lambs. But to Mother it’s all 
in the day’s work. To me, except for Snow White, 
sheep seem like the most witless creatures alive. 

Snow White is different. Father gave her to me 
to raise when her mother died last year. A more 
darling lamb you never saw off a Christmas 
card. The rest of the flock have black faces 
and legs, but she is all white. She has a 
sweet, surprised-looking little face and 
innocent, amber-colored eyes. She’s a 
Cheviot. She is going to have a lamb 

soon, maybe twins. We have had 

a lot of twins so far, which in 

this ferocious weather is double 


























trouble. Half the time the silly mothers will own one lamb but 
not the other. Or one is born strong and the other weak; then 
the strong one gets all the milk if you don’t look out. I do 
hope Snow White doesn’t have twins for me to take care of. 
1 ought to be hoping for triplets though, because when her 
lamb is sold, I will get the money. And at the moment lambs 
are as high as the Georgia pines. 
I guess you are bored with sheep, but in this house right 
now they are the only topic of discussion. 
Your ever-loving friend, 
P. Downing 
P. S. The red velveteen has a very full skirt and a sleeve- 
less blouse with silver beads on it and a little jacket that 
buttons up so you don’t see the blouse. It looks like either 
a sport suit or a dance dress. As I told Mother, what could 
be more practical? But she didn’t weaken. ?. BD. 


Dear Janie: 

There are several reasons for envying you; one is that you 
are an Only child. If you need a new dress more than life, 
you can get it. With me, being one of four, it is different. 
I went by the Chic Shop and looked at the dress again today, 
just to make sure it is still there. I know it will be gone soon 
if Mother doesn’t let me buy it. I haven’t mentioned it lately 
because, in spite of my good resolutions, I forgot to mail a 
letter. It was a birthday letter from Mother to Peterkin, with 
money in it. When she was taking my coat to the cleaner, 
she found the letter in my pocket. It had been there two 
days, which made it late for the birthday. Good grief, I wish 
I could remember things, but-I forget to mail my own letters 
sometimes. I stay in such a spin with school and the school 
paper, and the glee club, and now the dance coming up, 
it makes me absent-minded. 

On top of all our other troubles, we have had an ice storm, 
the worst since 1857. Eskimos have nothing on us. But 
it is really a beautiful sight. Every tree in our orchard 
looks like a huge, crystal chandelier. At sunset today, 
the sun broke through the clouds. Long shafts of 
light that made me think of golden arrows struck 
the trees and made the ice glitter like heaps of 
diamonds. Then the west turned red and the 
light changed and the ice had rosy fires in 
it, like opals. I know I sound gooey, but I 

have never seen anything like it. 
We are having a gruesome time. The 
ice on the power lines put the elec- 
tricity out of business. The roads are 
so bad the service trucks can’t run. 





I swung at the dogs with my stick 
but it didn’t even slow them down 










We haven't had a kilowatt of current in three days. No lights, 
no water except from the hand pump, no stove, no refrig- 
erator, no radio, no iron, no telephone, no fire in the furnace. 

You can imagine Father’s acid comments on the furnace. 
Last summer, against his will, we got him to put in a stoker 
which is electrically controlled. So now, to keep from con- 
gealing, all we have are two open grates. One is in the living 
room, the other in Mother’s and Father’s bedroom. The only 
coal we've had or can get is stoker coal. We have to mix it 
with wood or corncobs to get it to burn at all. I wear a heavy 
bathrobe over all my clothes. At supper tonight, Father ranted 
a bit. He said that this blizzard should convince us that it’s 
foolish to get away from the simple life. He said gadgets, 
“infernal gadgets,” are all anybody thinks about, and that 
everybody is afraid to move a muscle except to push a button 
or turn a switch. He said we were all better off before Edison 
was born because then folks had some self-reliance and com- 
mon sense. With that he stood up to warm his back at the 
fire and ended with this choice bit: “Experience keeps an 
expensive school, but fools will learn in no other.” 

Mother and I were silent. We poked the fire and put on 
a teakettle of water. We boiled eggs in it and then used the 
same water to make a pot of tea. Mother sliced some ham 
and bread and opened a jar of preserves. We ate on a card 
table in front of the fire in the living room. The grate fire 
hardly made a dent on the icy air. Even so, the living room 
was balmy compared to the kitchen. In there everything is 
frozen to stone. We stacked the dirty dishes in the sink. By 
then Mother was shaking with the cold. She suggested I 
sleep on the sofa in the living room instead of upstairs in 
my belew-zero bedroom. Tommy, the lucky dog, is spending 
the night at Cousin Emmie’s. Their furnace is the hand-fired 
kind. 

Mother and Father have gone to bed but here | sit, like 
Abe Lincoln, writing to you by fire and candlelight. I wish 
you were here. It wouldn't be so dull then. We could pretend 
we were pioneers, as we did in the Daniel Boone pageant at 
school that time when we were in the sixth. Remember? 
I still laugh when I think about the old bearskin rug we bor- 
rowed and how it slipped from under my feet and I fell 
right into the footlights. 

I can’t bear to think of taking a bath. The pump handle is 
coated with ice; so is the pavement leading to the pump. So 
I'll skip it. When this spell is over, I, for one, will know how 
to appreciate Mr. Edison, no matter how Father feels. 

Your semi-solid friend, 
P. Downing 
Dear Janie: 

Thanks for the funny letter. It came today—the only cheer- 
ful thing I've seen this week. Father is sick in bed. He kept 
exposing himself to the terrible weather and last night he had 
a chill. The doctor says he is on the edge of pneumonia. He 
ordered penicillin and said Father must stay in bed several 
days, no matter what happened. 


Father gnashed his teeth and said (Continued on page 28) 











T LONG Last Miss Hale, who had kept 
A on talking after the last bell, sig- 
naled that the class was dismissed. 
Sharley Mitchell rushed to the window. 
Would Len be there, on the steps below, 
waiting? She clutched the tough old ivy 
that covered the wall of the building for 
support as she leaned far out to see around 
the stone marquee over the entrance. 

Yes. He was there, lounging against the 
iron railing. As Sharley watched, two girls 
came down the steps, and he flashed his 
gorgeous grin at them. Stabbed by jealousy, 
Sharley called, “Hi, Lennie.” 

He looked up at her, then called back in 
a slow drawl, “You're as slow as an angle- 
worm, angel. Hurry up, can’t you?” 

Sharley felt fine then, but as she went 
down to meet him, she couldn’t help won- 
dering again why Len Harper, who had 
everything—personality, looks, and even a 
car—should wait every night for her, when 
she had such a terrible handicap. Her father 
would not allow her to date! Ever since her 
mother died, he had been guarding Sharley 
like a precious jewel, even threatening to 
send her to her aunt in Burwood if she ever 
so much as brought a boy home from school 
with her. 

Len came forward to meet her now, took 
her hand, tucked it under his arm, and 
asked, “Going to let me take you home in 
my limo, honey bun?” 

“Len, you know Father says I must ride 
on the school bus. He—” 

Len stiffened. “What that old man of 
yours says becomes boring. With your blue 
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Sharley never knew what to expect of the irrepressible Lennie 


eyes and gold-dust hair, you're the neatest 
job in Smithfield High. But what good does 
that do, when your father keeps you under 
lock and key?” 

Sharley grew worried when Len talked 
like that. She knew she couldn’t expect that 
he would always be waiting on the steps 
for a girl he could never take on a date. 

“Tll ask Dad again,” she promised. “If he 
knew you better he wouldn’t think you 
were— 

“A hot rodder without a brain in his 
head,” Len interrupted. He said, in a voice 
as basso profundo as he could make it, “My 
little girl is not going to waste her time on 
that young nincompoop.” 

Sharley laughed. “It’s good you don't 
take things seriously, Lennie.” 

“Do you want me to be like your stuffy 
father who never has any fun?” 

“Father's not stuffy,” Sharley defended 
him quickly. “And he has a very good time 
every Sunday.” Lennie could go too far. 
Dad was a pretty nice person even if he 
did have a few funny notions. 

“Reading the Sunday newspapers no 
doubt.” 

“He goes fishing.” 

“Oh, murder,” Len squeaked. “Fishing 
every Sunday!” He stopped and slapped his 
forehead. “But that gives me an idea. I'll 
be up to your house, next Sunday, as soon 
as dear Father sets out with his block and 
tackle to fish.” 

“No, Len, no. Don’t do that,” Sharley 
wailed. “If you come to the house, he'll 


>» 


send me to Aunt Bessie’s. 





“You have all the spunk of a -potato bug. 
If you don’t stand up to your father and 
convince him that I am neither a fool, a 
crook, nor a wolf, Sharley,” he threatened, 
“Tll go out with Patty Smith. You won't see 
much of me once I get in Patty’s clutches.” 

“Oh, Len!” was all that Sharley could say 


as he helped her onto the bus. 


The next Sunday, Mr. Mitchell 
asked Sharley to go fishing with him as 
usual, but she begged off to work on a term 
paper she had to finish. As soon as her father 
left, she went to her desk, but Len’s face 
came between her and the words she was 
writing. She kept seeing him and Patty 
Smith on their way to the movies or out for 
a ride in his car. 

Finally she put the paper aside and was 
staring lavesally out of the window, when 
she heard with dismay Lennie’s magnificent 
“limo” chugging and clattering up the hill. 

She dashed out of the house as the gaud- 
ily painted creation turned noisily into the 
driveway and came to a shivering, bounc- 
ing stop. 

“What a hill!” Lennie said, as he threw 
his long leg over the car door and slid to 
the ground. “It was asking almost too much 
of my proud beauty to climb it. Jump in, 
gal, and let’s be off.” 

“Lennie,” Sharley pleaded, “you know 
very well I can’t go out with you. Dad may 
be back any minute. He'll think I stayed 
home because I knew you were coming. 
Please, please go.” 

“If I go,” Lennie declaimed dramatically, 
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“I shall not return. You may be sure of that!” 

“Do you want me to be sent to Burwood 
and never see you or Smithfield High again?” 
Sharley wailed. 

“If you are such a coward you can’t even 
talk to your father, you'll not see me again, 
anyhow,” Len answered, and climbed grand- 
ly into his car. 

He stepped on the starter. There was a 
whir. Nothing else. Lennie’s face grew red 
with embarrassment as the starter went on 
and on without the slightest response from 
the engine. 

Panic struck Sharley. Lennie stuck in the 
driveway—Father—Burwood! 

“Len,” she cried, “Do something, quick!” 

Len gave her a disgusted look, scrambled 
out, and propped up the hood. He poked 
into the engine, then called, “Get in, honey 
bun, and step on the starter.” 

Sharley got in, and stepped. Nothing 
happened, except that the starter sounded 
weaker. 

“Got any gas?” Sharley asked timidly. 

Len jerked his head up from under the 
hood. “Ye whiskers! I forgot to siphon any 
from Dad’s car.” 

“Couldn’t we push the car down the hill 
and hide it in the trees?” Sharley suggested. 

“Maybe. You steer, and I'll push.” Len 
bent over, put his back to the radiator, and 
pushed. The car moved a little. 

In the intensity of their effort neither 
heard a car come up behind them. When 
its horn honked, Len jerked up, Sharley 
turned, and both looked into the angry face 
of Mr. Mitchell. 
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After a moment’s dead silence, Len spoke. 
“I drove up to see you, Mr. Mitchell, and 
ran out of gas.” 

“To see me,” Mr. Mitchell roared. “A 
likely story! You sneaked up here when my 
back was turned to try to persuade my 
daughter to go out in that—that rattletrap!” 

Len hesitated a moment, then he said, 
“Sir, Sharley has told me what an expert 
fisherman you are. I came up to get some 
advice on fishing tackle.” 

“Tll give you some advice—” Mr. Mitchell 
began angrily. Then he stopped and looked 
at Lennie long and searchingly. “So you're 
interested in fishing?” 

“Deeply,” replied Lennie. 

“Fine!” Mr. Mitchell’s smile had become 
a smirk. “How would you like to go fishing 
with me next Sunday?” 

Len’s mouth fell open. “Me. Fishing with 

ou?” 

“Yes. Perhaps I can postpone a trip I in- 
tended to take to Burwood until after the 
week end.” 

Len looked at Sharley’s downcast face. 
“Thank you, sir,” he said meekly. “What 
time shall I be here?” 


I hope Len doesn’t do anything 
foolish, as Dad is sure he will, Sharley 
thought as she climbed into the boat the 
next Sunday. Len took the rower’s seat. Mr. 
Mitchell gave the boat a push from shore 
and jumped in. The current caught the craft 
and sent it whirling downstream. 

“Pull away from the bank, boy,” yelled 
Mr. Mitchell. “Pull away from the bank!” 


Len gave a mighty tug on one oar. The 
boat swung away from shore, thade a circle, 
and headed for shore again. 

“Give me those oars, you dim wit,” Mr. 
Mitchell shouted. 

With a few sure strokes he guided the 
boat into the midd!e of the river. 

“Put out the lines, Sharley,” he said, his 
face grim. 

Sharley handed a rod to Len. “Let out 
about fifty feet of line,” she instructed him, 
“and if a salmon grabs your hook, start 
reeling in. Remember to keep your line 
tight.” 

A little later she whispered to him, “You're 
out too far, Len. Reel in some line.” 

Len started to wind. The line tightened, 
and the pole bent. “I got a fish—I’ve got a 
fish,” Len cried, reeling frantically, his pole 
bent double. 

“It’s a snag,” Mr. Mitchell said with dis- 
gust. Before he could turn the boat to 
slacken the line, it broke. 

“My best spinner gone,” Mr. 
groaned. 

“It might happen to anybody, Dad,” 
Sharley defended, as she put on a new spin- 
ner for Len. 

Mr. Mitchell’s pole jerked. “Take the oars, 
Sharley,” he cried. “I have a bite.” 

“Reel in, Len,” Sharley directed, “so your 
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‘line won't foul up Father’s fish.” 


But she was too late. Len’s line crossed 
Mr. Mitchell’s; Len gave it a jerk, which 
put slack in Mr. Mitchell’s line, and the 
salmon leaped out of the water, and shook 
the spinner free. 

“Tve had enough!” Sharley’s father 
roared and grabbed the oars. “I'm putting 
you ashore, Leonard.” 

Len looked so discomfited, Sharley forgot 
to warn him to reel in. And, of course, it 
happened—another snag! 

“Slow up, Dad,” she said. “Len’s caught 
again.” 

“Oh, no,” her father moaned, “oh, no! 
Reel in, you idiot. Reel in slowly, and don’t 
you dare lose that spinner!” 

“But my line’s moving,” Lennie shouted. 
“It’s going downstream.” The line screamed 
out of the reel. Then it slacked a little, and 
Lennie reeled furiously. Again it whistled 
out. 

This time Lennie was ready. For over a 
half hour he played the salmon, a look of 
animation on his face such as Sharley had 
never seen there before. Sweat was pouring 
off his chin when he brought the fish up to 
the boat. Mr. Mitchell gaffed it and pulled 
it in. A magnificent twenty-pounder. 

“That’s a fine fish, son,” Mr. Mitchell 
congratulated. “You did a fin: job, my boy!” 

“Thanks, sir,” Len sat there, staring fatu- 
ously at the salmon as it lay in the bottom 
of the boat. 

“It is a beauty isn’t it, sir?” he said. 
“What do you think it weighs?” 

“Pretty near twenty pounds, son,” Mr. 
Mitchell answered, beaming fondly at Len- 
nie. “And you played him like a veteran.” 

“That was the most fun I’ve ever had,” 
Lennie declared solemnly. “How about next 
Sunday, sir? May I come fishing with you 
again?” 

“Tll say you may, Len. You've got the 
makings of a fine fisherman, eh, Sharley?” 

“I guess so, Dad,” Sharley answered with- 
out enthusiasm. There were more ways than 
one to lose a beau, she reflected sadly. She 
could see that Lennie had won over Dad, 
but going fishing every Sunday wasn’t her 
idea of fun. THE END 





There are quite a few rungs to the ladder 
that led blond Marjorie Joan Horton to her 
job as divisional fashion-accessory copy- 
writer for Abraham and Straus department 
store in Brooklyn, New York. The job is 
fun if you like to use words to sell mer- 
chandise. Miss Horton’s day is a continuous 
eycle of consultations with buyers, writing 
copy and thinking up provocative sales-pro- 
motion ideas. As a senior at Mineola, Long 
Island, high school, Marjorie won the Abra- 
ham and Straus Scholarship to the Tobé 
Coburn School for Fashion Careers. There 
she studied retailing, psychology, fabrics, 
fashion trends, advertising. On graduation 
she entered Abraham and Straus’s executive 
training squad, was manager of their college 
shop and an assistant buyer before moving 
to the advertising department. The future 
of her job? It could be bigger and better 
opportunities on a magazine or in an adver- 
tising agency. A good ad writer can choose. 


From Denmark, land of Hans Christian Ander- 
sen, came Ida Nielsen at nineteen, to try her luck 
in Salt Lake City, Utah. Her fairy tale is well on 
its way to a happy ending. After four years in an 
overall factory, she took a job a year ago in the 
infants’ department of Zion’s Cooperative Mer- 
cantile Institution. Here her intelligence, alertness, 
and enthusiasm are winning her the promise of an 
interesting career. “Yes, I’m happy!” she says— 
and that’s understandable. As stock clerk, Miss 
Nielsen is responsible for seeing that all the 817 
basic infants’ items are on the selling floor. She 
checks returns from customers, preparing them for 
remarking and returning to stock. Under the 
buyer’s supervision she selects new items for 
forward stock and helps with inventory. The work 
is interesting and gives her a great deal of satisfac- 
tion. Best of all, she’s in line for promotion to an 
assistant buyer’s job which she dreams of achieving 





Fond yo me tal 


Girls seeking careers that have glamour and excitement 
and that offer a real challenge to their talents, 
often learn with surprise of the wide 


range of possibilities in the retailing field 


Alice Plumis, eighteen-year-old member of the sales staff of The Bon 
Marché in Seattle, is the dark-eyed daughter of Greek parents who 
came to that city from a village near Athens before she was born. 
Along with the traditional gaiety of the Greeks, she has a genuine love 
of people and a satisfaction in helping them choose their clothes. 
While still a student at Holy Angels Academy, Alice spent a week at 
The Bon Marché as an extra sales person in the 1950 Christmas rush, 
and returned during spring and summer vacations. After her gradua- 
tion in 1952, she joined the permanent sales staff of the teen depart- 
ment in the store’s Northgate Branch, later transferring to the same 
department in the main store. She plans to take university courses, 
and to enter The Bon Marché executive training program, which will 
lead to an assistant buyer or buyer job. “The retail field is inspiring— 
and exciting as a game,” she says. “I want to go as far in it as I can.” 


Picture the fun of being teen counselor in a big store— 
planning fashion shows, lecturing, appearing on television 
shows. The lucky girl is Virginia Leyburn, teen counselor 
and fashion co-ordinator for the Youth Center of Davison- 
Paxon Company in Atlanta, Georgia. At college she majored 
in education, but she says: “I suppose what this takes is a 
litle imagination, confidence, and my short experience in 
teaching.” Miss Leyburn directs a (Continued on page 47) 
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Suddenly her heart lurched. One of Borgia’s 
sentries was coming out of a nearby room 


Tue Story So Far: The Lady Chiara, ward of the Duke of Urbino, 
acted as hostess at the palace, while the Duchess, Elizabetta, was 
visiting her friend Isabella d’ Este in Mantua. There were usually 
guests of high rank as well as the group of boys and girls from 
noble families who lived at the palace while they received court 
training as squires, knights, ladies-in-waiting. In that day in 
medieval Italy, Cesare Borgia was continually raiding and plun- 
dering Italian towns and duchies. Chiara had rescued a young 
lad, Beppo, a victim of one of Borgia’s raids, from the teasing of 
the Duke’s mischievous nephew, Francesco, and in revenge Fran- 
cesco had stolen her golden necklace, the gage which the Floren- 
tine youth, Philip, had given her when she accepted him as her 
squire and which she had promised always to wear. Because of 
the troubled times, the Duke rehearsed with his ward the details 
of a secret tower room, hidden peepholes and passageways in the 
palace for use in an emergency. One day, angered by a quarrel 
with Philip, Chiara rode too far afield and sought refuge (where 
the Duchess had warned her in a letter not to go) at the Inn run 
by Chiara’s old nurse, Alba, and her husband. Here Chiara over- 
heard a plot by followers of Borgia, led by “someone near the 
Duke,” to seize him, kill Francesco, and claim Urbino. In response 
to Chiara’s warning, “’Ware Falcon,” the Duke met her outside 
the city just as Philip rode up with the news that the men of the 
treacherous Borgia were already nearing the palace. In the con- 
fusion of the evacuation, Chiara became separated from her escort 
and, using a secret passageway to the chapel, saw Alba lying 
wounded on the altar, just as the Duke’s trusted secretary, Pier 
Antonio, appeared with two of Borgia’s men. 


PART FOUR 


Y PRISONER!” Pier Antonio exulted. “The Duke’s 
ward and the apple of his eye! Guard her well!” 
“But our orders—” one of the soldiers protested. 

“Henceforth you will take orders from me! I am no longer 
the poor secretary, the nobody!” he ranted. “I have the Duke’s 
two greatest treasures—this girl and the secret gold! Borgia 
may have power, but I will have wealth!” 

At a murmur from one of the men, his voice rose in fury. 
“You doubt me? I'll tell you this much. The Montefeltri kept 
vast stores of gold ever at hand. That,” he hissed at Chiara, 
“is the ‘great family secret.’. Guidobaldo himself told me!” 

Enraged, Chiara found her voice. “You vicious wretch,” she 

said in a voice cold with disdainful anger. “The Duke told 
you no secrets!” ; 
; “Haughty still?” he sneered. “You'll soon be cured of that. 
Your Duke was haughty, too, and where is he now? Done for! 
Now I’m on top! You're mine, and so will be his fortune!” He 
turned to the soldiers. “See that she’s here when I come back!” 
he warned, then darted off. 

“The man’s mad,” said one. 

The other nodded. “There may be treasure hid, but if he 
knew where, he’d have been away with it before now, for he 
knows he’s done for, once Borgia learns the Duke has escaped.” 

“He’s probably trying to ferret it out now,” answered his 
mate. “It will be worth our while to follow him.” And they 
too dashed out. 

Chiara rose to her feet. The men were right. That madman 
would ransack the palace for treasure. Her way was now clear. 
She stepped behind the altar, found the carved panel and 
pressed. Nothing happened. Breathing a silent prayer, she 
knelt. Her fingers found the tiny beaded edge, she pressed 
again, and the panel opened. Then she went over to Alba. 
How could she ever move her? 

All this time Alba had kept up a feverish muttering. Now 
in the stillness, her words were clear. “I—must go—my lady- 
warn my lady.” 

“Yes, yes, Alba,” Chiara whispered urgently, trying to guide 
her toward the niche. “This way; hurry, h Y 

Alba crawled blindly along, faltering, stopping, but always 
starting again at Chiara’s command. So they reached the open- 
ing. Chiara dragged her old nurse inside, and slid the panel 
shut. Suffocating darkness, deep silence—and safety—enfolded 
them. They were safe from pursuit now, but they must still 
get up the narrow, winding stairs. Lifting, urging, imploring, 
Chiara started Alba on her painful way. At a turning more 





than halfway up, Alba lay still, moaning. 
Desperately Chiara cried, “Alba, Alba! Only 
a few more steps to safety! You must go on!” 

But Alba lay motionless. “Listen!” Chiara 
put her lips to Alba’s ear. “If you do not 
move, you cannot save your lady! Chiara 
will be taken prisoner!” 

“I hear,” came a faint whisper. “So be it. 

But—don’t touch me.” She twisted about, and 
dragged herself up and up, groaning like a 
wounded animal. Chiara, hands clenched 
against her mouth, moaned in sympathy at 
each movement. At last they reached a door. 
Alba groped upward; her hands gripped the 
heavy latch, and she pulled herself to her 
feet. With her arm about Chiara’s shoulders 
she tottered to a low cot and collapsed. 

Chiara realized it was the very cot on 
which she herself had lain on that first night 
at Urbino. She looked about her. The room seemed smaller, 
but otherwise just as she had remembered. There was a tiny 
fireplace with a metal chest for charcoal and tinder and above 
it a torchholder, a bundle of rushlights, and a jar of oil. One 
end of the room was open to the starlit sky. A drawn leather 
curtain hung at one side of the opening. Chiara drew the cur- 
tain, dropped the huge bar across the door, then kindled a 
light. A dark stain was spreading across Alba’s bodice. When 
Chiara unfastened it gently, she found an ugly wound. It 
must be cleansed and bandaged immediately, but how? She 
thought of the rich store of medicines in every palace apart- 
ment—of her own case, with its silver bowl, healing lotions, 
bandages, and cordials, just below. But there was also the 
madman, Antonio. She dared not venture forth. Yet she could 
not let Alba die. She looked wildly around her, then, shud- 
dering, crept slowly to the barred door. She cast a glance at 
Alba’s still form to gain courage before removing the bar. 
The torch light flickered over the fireplace. Again, as on that 
first night, she saw the tiny beasts, the waving trees. The 
map! The peepholes, marked by bending palms! She need 
only follow them, find the one marked as hers, and look 
through. If danger threatened, she could return. 

She went back to the fireplace, lighted a rushlight, studied 
the map for a moment, then, drawing a deep breath, unbarred 
the door. 

Following the palms, she easily found the right peephole 
and, looking through, saw her room was empty. Cautiously, 
she opened the panel and stepped in. She was standing beside 
the fireplace in her own study. Shadows moved around her, 
but it was only a curtain blowing at the open window. The 
door on the Great Stairs was ajar. Slipping out to it, she 
pushed the huge bolts into place. Safe now! Before intruders 
could break-in, she would be back in the tower. It took little 
time to find the case, slip inside the fireplace panel, and fasten 
it securely. 

Back with Alba once more, she worked fast, bathing the 
wound carefully, then bandaging it with linen saturated with 
the astringent solution. Alba gasped as the liquid touched her 
torn flesh, and Chiara seized the chance to feed her a few 
drops of Donna Eleonora’s Spanish cordial. While she was 
bathing Alba’s face with essence, weariness suddenly over- 
came her. She crept out to the balcony and, sinking on the 
stone flags, head pillowed on her arm, fell instantly asleep. 
Hours passed. No sound from the sorrowing town rose high 
enough to disturb the sleeping girl. But as the dawn outlined 
the eastern mountain tops, birds on the palace roof began to 
sing. Chiara stirred, then woke. Stiff and exhausted, at first 
she could hardly move. But when she saw the daylight, she 
roused. The frightful night was over. 

She found Alba still unconscious. So, after bathing her 
aching head in cool water from the cistern, she returned to 
the balcony. The morning breeze blew from the mountains. 
Somewhere beyond those mountains, the Duke, Philip, Fran- 
cesco were riding fagyflieir lives. All her world had vanished, 
leaving her desolate. : (Continued on page 42) 
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HERE is something pleasant and cheer- 

ful about the word “brunch.” And 

this two-in-one meal is especially nice 
for holidays, when we all like to relax a 
bit from the daily routine. It is an excellent 
way, too, to entertain, especially during the 
spring vacation. A brunch may be planned 
to precede a hike, an Easter-egg hunt, or a 
movie. 

According to the dictionary, brunch is a 
meal served between breakfast and lunch— 
neither one nor the other, but a combina- 
tion of both, as the name suggests. So— 
should this meal be similar to breakfast, 
or more like lunch? How should it be served? 
What about table decorations? 


Menu: 

Usually a brunch is served between ten 
o'clock and noon, and the menu depends 
largely upon the hour. If the brunch is to 
be around ten or ten thirty, a breakfast- 
type menu is best. As a rule, no dessert 
would be served at this. Toast, muffins 
or other hot breads, and jam—or dough- 
nuts, plain and fancy—take care of the 
sweet tooth. For a meal nearer the lunch 
hour, a vegetable may be added to the 
menu, and a simple dessert. A salad is not 
usually served at any brunch. However, 
fresh fruit may be served on lettuce as a 
first course, instead of fruit juice, at a very 
late brunch. Really, you do have a good 
deal of leeway in planning this type of 
meal. Brunch usually calls for a hot bev- 
erage, or milk, with the main course. Plan 
to have a good supply on hand for repeats 
on this. 


How to Serve: 

For a small group, you can have a “sit- 
down” brunch. First comes the fruit or fruit 
juices; then the hot main-dish course, 
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already arranged on warm plates. Pass 
bread, muffins, or rolls, and put “second 
helpings” on the table. Low baskets lined 
with pretty napkins are nice for serving 
these. 

A large group is more easily served from 
a buffet table, each person helping him- 
self. Plan to have food which for the most 
_ can be eaten with a fork. It takes a 
rst-rate juggler to balance a plate on the 
lap while cutting food with a knife and fork! 


Table Decorations: 

With the pretty Easter eggs, the pastel 
crepe papers, and the gay spring flowers, 
it is easy to dream up attractive table ar- 
rangements for an Easter brunch. So we 
won't go into that here, except to say that 
you may even plan your food to be your 
centerpiece. Some suggestions are given 
later in this article. For a large group, the 
table might be centered with a tray of 
fruit juices of several varieties—tomato, 
juice, grape, orange, and pineapple juice, 
for example, in a rainbow of color. 


Now for Some Recipes: 

Fruit, to begin with. These Fresh-Fruit 
Rings were suggested as the first course 
for an Easter brunch by Evelyn Fryc, of 
Utica, New York. With them you might 
have Sunrise Eggs and crisp bacon, hot- 
cross buns, and a beverage. 


FRESH-FRUIT RINGS 
1 #2 can sliced 3 tablespoons confec- 
pineapple tioners’ sugar 
2 bananas, sliced Mint leaves (optional) 
1 pint strawberries 


Place well-drained pineapple rings (one 
for each serving) on small dessert plates. 
Lay banana slices, overlapping, on pine- 
apple rings. Cut strawberries in halves, and 
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arrange on top of bananas. Sprinkle with 
sugar, and garnish with mint leaves if de- 
sired. 


SUNRISE EGGS 

6 slices bread 6 eggs 

Butter or margarine Y2 teaspoon salt 
Dash of pepper 


Butter bread on one side only, and toast 
the buttered side. Separate eggs. Put whites 
in a large bowl, but leave each yolk in its 
shell until ready to use. Add salt and pepper 
to whites and beat until they stand in peaks. 
Pile lightly on untoasted side of bread 
slices. Make a small well in center of each 
mound of egg white. Slip one egg yolk into 
each well and sprinkle with salt. Bake about 
15 minutes in moderate oven (350°) or 
until yolks are set and whites delicately 
browned. 

Sasha Schmidt sends this recipe from Bel- 
grade, Montana. She says that if you put a 
piece of broiled or fried ham on each toast 
slice before piling on the egg whites, you 
have practically a one-plate brunch. And a 
delicious one, too. 


Bunny Rolls are just the thing for an 
Easter brunch, and they are easy to make. 
This is how we do it. 


BUNNY ROLLS 
Dough: 
Y% cup milk 
“% cup sugar water 
1 teaspoon salt 1 egg 
3 tablespoons butter or 2% cups flour 


2 tablespoons lukewarm 


margarine Raisins 
1 cake fresh yeast 2 tablespoons melted 
shortening 


Scald milk. Add sugar, salt, and short- 
lissolved. Cool to luke- 
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For gay times and playtime 





a 
“Dungarette” by Dell Tween. The 
sundress of denim with full swing 
skirt has two patch pockets. Bodice 
is elasticized under the arm and 
has wide straps with adjustable 
ties. In charcoal or cadet blue. 
about $7. The blouse, a classic boy 
shirt, is done in a stylized bandana 
print. About $2, in red only. Both 
are available in subteen sizes 8-14, 


at the stores listed on page 50 
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Shirley Lee’s date dress of checked 

gingham has a _ rhinestone-studded 
solid bodice with V-shaped neck- 

line. The full skirt is shirred. 
Fitted jacket is also trimmed 

with rhinestones. Sizes 9-15 for 

teens. About $13. It comes in navy, 

red, green, and black with white 


Be wise—be an early-bird shopper. Choose “‘before 
and after” sundresses that are designed to 
see you through both spring and summer in style. 


All are available at the stores listed on page 50 
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A sophisticated sundress of 
everglaze cotton by Teena Paige. Bodice 
is shirred at the bustline 
and has narrow straps which may be 
tucked inside. The skirt is 
very full. Brief scooped-neck jacket 
closes with jet buttons. Sizes 7-15 for 
teens. About $13. Pink, blue, maize 


Bobby Teen uses everglaze cotton in 
this perky sundress with built- 
up shoulderline. The bodice is 
striped, has a mandarin collar 
with small bow at the 
neckline. Solid-color spencer 
jacket has striped trim and is 
elasticized in back. In navy and gray, 
it's about $6. Sizes 8-14 subteen 
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Carsonette’s neat broadcloth sun- 
dress has an embroidered bodice 
with solid-color Peter Pan collar. 
Full skirt has unpressed 
pleats. The brief bolero jacket 
has a modified cut-away front. ¢ 
In sizes 8-14 subteen, about $6. 4 
Pink, blue, green, and maize { 


PHOTOS BY RAY SOLOWINSK 


JEWELRY BY CORO 


Picture yourself in one of these gay, carefree 
cottons that are perfect for all- 


occasion wear. Then take your choice, and 


turn to page 50 for the store 


nearest you that carries your favorite 





Bates Disciplined fabric in this 
semitailored dress by Paramount. 
Full skirt is done in a novelty print. 
Sleeveless bodice of a solid color is 
tucked in front, has a small, pointed 
collar. V-shaped slit in back adds a 
touch of sophistication. Subteen 
sizes 8-14. About $11; apricot, cocoa 


Bonnie Blair uses denim in this 
one-piece dress with a_ two-piece 
look. Full skirt is done in a solid 
color, while the top, with small, 
cuffed collar, is diagonally striped. 
Three shiny buttons point up the 
bodice interest. Subteen sizes 8-14, 
about $6. Comes in navy or red 
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Don’t Loox Now | 


by MARY PARKER SHERWOOD 


F SOMEONE should snap your picture 
with a candid camera this very min- 
ute, would you want to keep the 

proofs? Or would the shutter catch you 
smack in the middle of some grisly 
gesture that would make you cringe if 
you ever saw it in print? 
’ If a wire recorder should play back 
the sounds you have made in the last 
half hour, would you smile with satisfac- 
tion? Or would you hear with mounting 
humiliation a series of whistles and sniffles 
and hummings and drummings and other 
assorted sound effects that would drive 
you frantic if anyone else were making 
them? If you can pass either one of these 
tests without a twinge of embarrassment, 
youre an unusually poised and polished 
person. If you can't, it’s time to take a 
short-focus look at your personal habits. 
Try to stare coolly and critically at 
yourself, because other people look at 
you that way all the time—and from every 
angle. You are actually “posing” for a 
battery of all-too-candid cameras during 
every minute of your waking day. And 
you can't shout “Cut! Don't. shoot that 
scene!” You can’t keep pleading “Don’t 
look now!” It’s safer to assume that some- 
one’s watching and train yourself to act 
accordingly. 


You may suppose that “no one 
will notice” if you surreptitiously hitch up 
your garter belt or scratch your scalp or 
slip your pumps off under the table. But 
someone is almost sure to see. You may 
imagine that “nobody's looking” when 
you nibble a fingernail or pick at your 
nose or publicly rearrange your coiffure. 
Somebody is. 

Or perhaps you don’t even know that 
you have some exasperating little trick 
that you repeat and repeat and repeat, 
ad infinitum and ad nauseum! Maybe you 
don’t even realize that you've “twirled 
that same weary tendril of hair about 
your finger for the trillionth time, or 
driven some long-suffering soul to the 
borderline of sanity by clicking your com- 
pact open and shut in an endless offbeat 
rhythm. You are blithely unaware, but 
somebody else is not! 

Mannerisms are bad manners. They 
not only betray the fact that you are ill 
at ease; they make other people uneasy, 
too. They are symptoms of social in- 
security. And by mannerisms we mean 
any superfluous sound or motion indulged 
in simply because you feel like fidgeting. 
They're all unlovely to look at and un- 
lovely to listen to! 

Probably you think that bewhiskered 
old adage about “handsome is as hand- 
some does” is strictly for mid-Victorians, 
but actually it’s a (Continued on page 31) 
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1 always nibble when I’m pensive 
(You surely don’t find this offensive?) 
It never fails 

To trim my nails, 

And emery boards are so expensive! 





While no one peers in my direction 
Vl peek, again, at my complexion. 
My compact pops... 

All action stops... 

While | reflect on my reflection! 














I'm in a mildly mental phase, 
So would you please avert your gaze? 
if | just scratch 

My tousled thatch 

i'm sure my grades will all be A’s! 


Please ignore these frantic twitches, 
Or else I'll have you all in stitches. 
I'm not on the border 

Of nervous disorder, 

It’s just that something, somewhere, itches! 






I'm making noises? Please excuse! 
Gum's such fun for her who chews. 
These snaps and pops 

Are really tops 


Don't look now . .. don’t listen, either ... (I'm awfully easy to amuse!) 


I'm going to give my feet a breather. 

Those thumps and bumps? 

Oh, just my pumps— 

And now where are they? Can’t find either! Drawings by Abbi Damerow 
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Drawings by Florence Maier 









9189: Avondale striped denim is used in the skirt and brief 
9189 jacket of this dress for sizes 10-16, with a co-ordinating color for 
the bodice. Embroidery transfer is included. Skirt and jacket, in 
size 12, take 4 yards 35” fabric; the blouse, 34 yard, same width 


9350: Fresh and crisp as spring itself, this frock with its full 
skirt and becoming neckline is so easy to make that you can have 
several versions. A Dan River checked cotton would be pretty; or a 
plaid, or a pastel. Sizes 11-17, Size 13 needs 4 yards 35” material 


4772: Here is a dress which you can make for play or parties. 
The bodice is frosted with smart eyelet banding, and pert bows ac- 
Each pattern 30c cent the trim waistline. Bates broadcloth was used for the dress 
» - shown here. Sizes 10-16. Size 12 calls for 444 yards of 35” fabric 


4789: The smart simplicity of its lines and the portrait neckline 
framing the shoulders make this a dress to wear for your important 
summer dates. The pattern, which comes in sizes 11-17, includes 
short sleeves. For size 13 you will need 4% yards 39” material 


These patterns may be purchased from The American Girl, Pattern Dept., 
155 East 44th Street, New York City 17. When ordering, be sure to en- 
close the correct amount for each pattern (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) and state 
size. We pay the postage. There is a clipout order blank on page 33 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 


nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 


poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 49 for details 


The Sea in Spring 
First Poetry Award 


The ocean is like a friend 

You haven’t seen since September, 
Watching you anxiously— 

Not quite sure you'll remember ; 


Waiting 

Rushing 

Hesitating 

Retreating; 
Watching 
Calling 
Hoping 
Pleading— 


To come... 
And be friends again. 
BARBARA McGEARY (age 16) Westfield, New Jersey 








PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD (Top) 


MARYANN SIMMEN (age 14) 
Danville, California 


FIRST ART AWARD (Above) 


SHIRLEY DAVIS (age 15) 
Oceanside, California 


FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD 


VIRGINIA SUTHERLIN (age 15) 
St. Louis, Missouri 
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Scheherazade 
First Nonfiction Award 


As can be recalled, Scheherazade was the 
beautiful girl who told the stories that make 
up the “Arabian Nights.” For one thousand 
and one nights she told these stories in order 
to save her life. Yes, Scheherazade is truly 
to be remembered, for there are two of them. 

The other is a Scheherazade with wind 
in her rigging; a tall, slender mast that is 
so sturdy it could be a telephone pole; a 
beautifully curved bow; and a heart like 
a human being’s. 

Only this Scheherazade is twenty-seven 
feet long, omitting her bowsprit and bumpkin, 
and she is what is commonly known as a 
sailboat. She carries a mainsail and a jib 
and she carries them well. Her cabin will 
comfortably sleep two or three and is 
aired by five portholes. 

We cast off for the keys on a hot, 
sunny day. By three o’clock in the 
afternoon a squall was quite welcome 
to relieve the heat. It is amazing how 
quickly a strong, willing boat, sailing 
calmly along, can be transformed into 
an ironlike example of uncertainty. 
The shifting winds account for her 
uncertainty, and her strong nature 
accounts for her ironlike will in a 
storm. We had to fight to stay aboard 
while taking down her sails with the 
wind and rain whipping against us. 
Out went the anchor and we went 
below for warmth. 

Later the sun came out and we 
reached Key Largo in the late after- 
noon. Days were spent fishing and 
peering through a_ glass-bottomed 
bucket at the ever-amazing and mys- 
terious world under water. 

Nights were beautiful and it gave 
you a strange and wonderful feeling 
of peace and contentment to see the 
stars shining through the clouds. Our 
silence was broken only by the screams 
of “Tarzan” brought to us by our 
portable radio. 

Heading home we were followed by 
porpoises which guarded the water. 
A rainbow blessed the sky. 

But even after having a time so 








adventurous, it felt good to get home. As 
the saying goes, “A friend in need is a friend 
indeed,” and Scheherazade is our friend. 

Beautiful and vibrant, 

Strong and alive 
+ « « is Scheherazade. 
ANNETTE ALEXANDER (age 15) 
Coral Gables, Florida 


Memories 
Fiction Award 


It was while I was cleaning out the junk box 
in my room (after much persuasion from 
Mom) that I came across the tiny padlocked 
trunk. I thought that I had thrown it out 
years ago. 

As I looked at the trunk, I remembered the 
summer when I had first acquired it. It was 
the summer that we had agreed to rent the 
little house the McGuires had offered us for 
the summer. 

It was in a very small town near the Nevada 
border in the high Sierras, off one of the many 
lakes near Tahoe. That was where I met Meg. 
She seemed a very quiet and shy person after 
the noisy kids that I knew. She was very 
pretty. She had the most beautiful hair. It 
was chestnut-colored and I remember envying 
her hair. 

I was in the front yard cleaning up the 
leaves and junk with my older brother, Eddie, 
and my younger sister, Lenore. Meg was walk- 
ing down the street with her dog, a very beau- 
tiful German shepherd named Lucky. As she 
walked by, she smiled shyly and said hello. 
Right away my brother let out a wolf whistle. 
She smiled and continued on down the street. 

That evening I mentioned seeing her 
to my father. Dad just said her name was 
Meg. I asked him where he had found that 
out, and he just smiled mysteriously and said 
that a little bird had told him. I kept pester- 
ing him but he wouldn’t say any more. 

One evening he came home very excited 
and announced that we all had been invited 
out to dinner at some friends’ house. It turned 
out that the friends were Meg’s parents. That 
night I met the nicest person that I have ever 
known. 

I suppose that just about now you are 
wondering where the little trunk comes in. 
Well, later on in the summer, Meg and I 
were very close friends. We did everything 
together; we were so close that everyone called 
us shadows. 

Then it happened, one horrible August 
morning—August 23, to be exact. 

Meg, Eddie, and I were all coming home 
from a fishing trip in the nearby lake. Meg’s 
dog, Lucky, ran out into the middle of the 
street to pick up a bone which was lying in 
the middle of the road. A heavily loaded 
pickup truck came around the corner at a 

(Continued on page 48) 
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— cotton feed bags—add a 
_Jfew deft touches with the sewing 
machine—and presto chango! you have 
a round-the-clock summer wardrobe. 

Here’s what you have to do. Rip 
the seams of the bag, soak to remove 
the label, then press the fabric and lay 
out your pattern. For help in sewing, 
as well as new ideas, see your local 
sewing center. 

The bags are sold at feed stores, 
groceries, wholesale or retail bakeries. 
Or order them by mail from: Arrow 
Bag Co., 36th & Wynkoop Streets, 
Denver, Colo.; Belmont Bag and Bur- 
lap Co., 2719 N. Edgemont, Phila- 
delphia, 34, Pa.; Berg Bag Co., 237 
First Ave. N., Minneapolis 1, Minn.; 
Bestex Cotton Products Co., 1605 
LaFayette Blvd. W., Detroit, Mich.; 
Service Textile Co., 25 Lexington St., 
Newark, N. J. Bags are 25¢ at stores, 
30¢ by mail, and provide about a 
vard per 50-pound bag; 1% yards 
per 100-pound. Samples are not avail- 
able as designs change rapidly. Specify 

color preferred, and choice of solid, 

stripes, or floral print. 


1. Out of two 100-pound feed bags 
you can whip up this collared, 
backless halter and striped shorts 
set, perfect for playtime activities 


2. Just whisk on the whirling skirt 
(size 12 takes three 100-pound 
bags) and, lo and behold! you 
have created a pretty sunback dress 


3. Add the bolero, made from one 
100-pound cotton bag, and presto! 
a new date frock. Entire outfit, 
pattern No. 9281, in sizes 10 to 16 


1. Made from two 100-pound feed 
bags, this wrap-on apron doubles 
as a beachrobe. Pattern No. 9066 
in sizes small, medium, and large 


Send 30¢ for each pattern to The American 
Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 E. 44th St., N.Y. 
17, N. Y. Add S¢ for first-class mailing. 
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PHOTOS BY SINGER SEWING CENTERS 
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Make your brand-new summer outfit for a few pennies by 


using cotton feed bags. Get some and start your sewing 
APRIL, 1953 
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A*2 Camera, a cold litle pup 
and a *l000 prize 
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IKE MOST STUDENTS, Ruth, a Manchester 
(Conn.) High School senior, uses a 
simple box-type camera. And with it she 
snaps the people and happenings she en- 
joys. These become treasured snapshots. 
That’s how she came to snap this picture 
of her pup, Prince Rags, shivering in a 
snowy doorway. 
The judges in last year’s Newspaper 
National Snapshots Awards thought the 
little fellow looked appealing. That meant 


First choice of beginners and experts alike—genuine Kodak Film 


in the familiar yellow box. 


New thrifty Duo-Pak holds 2 rolls of Kodak Verichrome Film—one for 
your camera—one for a spare. In the popular sizes 620, 120, 127. 


EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Ruth Slivinsky, Rockville, Conn., 
and her picture of Prince Rags, 
made with a $2 Brownie Camera. 


the Blue Ribbon in its class—and $1000. 
Nowadays, modern cameras and film 
make it easy to get good snapshots. So keep 
your eyes open to the interesting happen- 
ings all around you. Then snap them. 
You'll enjoy every shot you take. And 
while they cannot all win cash prizes, 
they’re sure to rate high with your friends 
—for the yearbook—for bulletin boards— 
in billfolds—or even to add “umph” to a 
term paper. 
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QUINADE | 


xl be faitiion at 6% 


For the prettiest 
view of you! Two- 
tone drama in a 
bared and bowed 
halter dress of 

_ smooth-sudsing 
cotton . . . white 
with brown, 
navy with powder, 
lime with moss 
green, lilac with 
deep purple. 

7-17, 10-18. 











PARIS SHOP, DEPT. AG-4, Box 390 [[] cuecx cies 

509 MAIN STREET, NEW ROCHELLE, N. oe | MONEY ORDER » 

PLEASE SEND ME oO c.0.D. : ADDRESS 

OC uanrequinave @ $6.98 aren § ctr 0 ——— 
7 

SIZE... COLOR... 2ND COLOR... 25¢ POSTACE) 8B MONEY BACK GUARANTEE WITHIN 10 DAYS 





because so many people want your photograph 


LUXURIOUS, 
DOUBLE-WEIGHT, SATIN FINISH 


WALLET-SIZE 


\iendship Photos 


from your graduation portrait 
(or any other photo, snapshot or negative) 

Illustration reduced from actual size. Friendship 
Photos are 22” x 312”, on luxurious double- 
weight portrait paper, finest satin finish. 

Give them proudly. Friendship Photos are nice 
enough to frame. 

FOR ONLY Give all you want. They're low priced for easy 
é 00 giving — to classmates, girl friends, boy friends, 










neighbors, relatives — every one who wants 
Use them everywhere. Enclose them with your 
letters. Use them for college, employment, pass- 
or 50 for $2 port or other applications. 
from one pose = Migil Money-Back Coupon Today. Minimum 
POSTPAID order, $1. (Special — 50 Friendship Photos, 
ordered at one time from one pose, only $2)— 
your money back air mail if you're not delighted. 
ndship Photos, Box 8-A, Quincy 69, Mass. 7 
Please send me: [) 20 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid. $1 enclosed 
0 50 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid. $2 enclosed 
| enclose photo or negative which you will return unharmed. 
My money back air mail if I'm not delighted. 


HY. ccvcccccccccccccccccccccesees Zone. ..++ States cecccccecee ececccee ° 
Friendship Photos — division of MAIL-N-SAVE 
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TERME. 


by JONNI BURKE 
Drawings by Lisl Weil 





A novel item for all stamp en- 
thusiasts is this mock-gold chain 
bracelet with three postage-stamp 
dangles. Created by Coro, it's 
available at Dennison’s, 411 Fifth 
Avenue, New York City 16 for $1” 





Add a touch of gaiety to your 
table with these salt-and-pepper 
shakers. Of green glass, they 
come in a miniature wine basket 
of raffia. $1.25 at Serv-U, 829 
Washington St., New York City 14 





Perk up your wardrobe with some 
bright spring accessories! These 
“sew-on” items, backed with felt, 
are easy to apply. Clock, 50¢; ea- 
gle, 75¢; arrow, 85¢. Serv-U, 829 
Washington St., New York City 14 


* Please add 20% Federal tax 
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Six novelty items for For a lovelier figure, 
K giving and getting. Yours now and for the future... 


for $3.00 each or less “Te D | + 
‘ : 


BOBBIE BRAS AND BRITCHES 





Bobbie “Under-Wonders” give you exactly what yeu want and 





need in foundation wear. That’s because they’re designed by the 





Bobbie Fashion Board—Formfit’s group of alert teen-age con- 





sultants! Tailored precisely to teen proportions, Bobbie Bras and 
Spring gardeners will welcome 


| 

Britches keep you trim and smooth . . . yes. But more important, 
these gloves. They're made of a | 
| 


they give you the support, the freedom and comfort your figure 
needs to develop best for the future. Soft, cool, light. Wash and 
dry in a wink. Get Bobbies at any good store! 


lightweight fabric that feels like 
kid. Come in sizes to fit any hand. 
$1. From Howard Sales, 1652 Bel- 
mont Ave., New Hyde Park, N. Y. 


~ -— wy 


Bobbie Bras, $1.25 to $1.75 * In all teen sizes 


Bobbie Strapless, $2.00 l apm 


Bobbie Britches from $2.95 * (4 detachable garters) 





THE FORMFIT COMPANY 
CHICAGO, NEW YORK 





Grandmother's recipe towel, a 
stylized dish towel of linen im- 
printed with an authentic recipe 
for lobster & la Newburg. In red, «| 
blue, or yellow. $1.29. Serv-U, 829 | 
Washington St., New York City 14 


Se ww ews NS SS 








For protection against burned 
> fingers—panhandlers, gay-colored 
: potholders of quilted cotton. In | 
, combinations of red and yellow 
. print. Two pairs for $1. From 
) Brook Hollow Post, Stockton, N. J. 


Please order items direct from stores 
listed and mention The American Girl. 
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(LL NEVER SEE HIM AGAIN. 
MY SKIN IS SUCH A MESS. 
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Hi YOU'RE EVEN LOVELIER 
H 1 EXPECTED! 
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“All My Sheep” (Continued from page 9) 


he would no doubt lose every sheep in 
the flock, because Tommy is marooned at 
Cousin Emmie’s with an abscessed ear, and 
Mother and I couldn’t cope with the lamb- 
ing without help. Mother can’t do it, that’s 
for sure, because she has Father on her 
hands. I'd prefer a flock of sheep to that 
any day. But, with all his bluster, he is still 


| tops in pops, as you know. 


Sandy hasn’t asked me to the dance yet, 
which is giving me a stomach ulcer. I don't 
think he has asked anybody else so far. He 
did ask me today to go sledding tomorrow 
night. The whole crowd is going to climb 
to the top of the ridge and toboggan down 
Lonesome Road. It’s the next thing to a ski 
jump, if you remember. I am thrilled and 
between bouts with the pump, the coal scut- 
tles, the farm animals, and so on, I am knit- 
ting like mad to finish a cap to go with my 
new sweater. It is red with white snow, 
green trees, and reindeers on it. A friend of 
Cousin Emmie’s sent it to her from Norway. 


| Cousin Emmie gave it to me because she is 


just the opposite of a sweater girl. I can't 
go sledding, of course, unless Father feels 
better. But we think he will by then on ac- 
count of the penicillin and stuff. 
Your loving friend, 
P. Downing 
P.S. I've relinquished all hope on the vel- 
vet dress. Mother has enough worries with- 
out that. Maybe I can borrow Lucy Ellen’s 
new black and look like a slinky siren. I can't 
wear the pink taffeta again! Last time I 
wore it, I got stuck for an hour. That dress 
takes away my_ self-confidence. Mother 
doesn’t seem to understand that a drizzle of 
a dress can make you feel like a drip. 


Dear Janie: 

Father recovered enough so that I could 
go sledding. My stars! That ride was a killer- 
diller. It was a perfect night for it. The moon 
was full and there was no traffic, no noise, 
no movement—not even clouds moving in the 
sky. The earth was white and frozen. It felt 
enchanted—like Sleeping Beauty. 

We hiked up to the top of the ridge, 
which is a good five miles. Benny Brown’s 
aunt lives up there. He had fixed it up with 
her to give us coffee and doughnuts. It was 


| like feeding a band of timber wolves, but 


she is fat and jolly and seemed to like hav- 
ing us. 

There were eight of us to go down on one 
long sled. Benny was in front to guide us. 
When we started down it was terrific, like 
an express elevator. We all shrieked for 
joy, but as we neared the bottom we had 
something else to shriek for. The sled started 
rocking and lurching .from one side of the 
road to the other; then went over the shoul- 


| der into a snow-filled ravine. Lucky for us 


it was snow-filled, else I'd be sending you 
signals on a ouija board instead of writing 
to you. 

We all landed in a pile. At first we were 
dazed. Bill Dexter got a cut over his left eye. 
Benny's right shoulder was dislocated. The 
rest of us got away with just bruises and 
scratches. The other boys righted the sled 
and we put our two casualties on it and took 
turns dragging them into town to the doc- 
tor’s office. Benny was as white as a snow- 
man from the pain and shock. But they are 
both going to be okay soon. 

I guess there won't be any more winter 
sports around here for a while, because the 


parents are scared. Father unluckily heard 
about the spill, and he laid down the law 
on sledding. 
Your ever-loving friend, 
e. B. 
Dear Janie: 

Guess what happened last night? I went 
to the show with Benny, who is still in 
bandages, and who should be directly in 
front of us but Evalina and Sandy! I guess 
there goes my hope of a date for the dance. 
When they passed us later in the lobby, I 
pretended not to see them. 

It was after eleven when we got home. 
I tiptoed into the living room to sleep on 
the sofa. We still have no current; they can’t 
get enough transformers. We call it the 
Dark Ages. I was wakeful after I lay down, 
worrying about the dance and what not, 
which in a way was lucky, because other- 
wise I would never have heard the sheep 
bells. When I thought I heard them, I went 
to the: kitchen door, opened it, and stuck 
my head out into the icy wind to be sure. 
They were ringing all right—not just tinkling 
as they do when the sheep are walking 
around—but ringing fast. I could tell the 
sheep were running, and I knew then that 
dogs were after them. It’s just the weather 
for a dog raid. 

I ran back to the living room, snatched 
up my heavy coat and scarf, and pulled my 
galoshes on over my bedroom slippers. The 
gun is in Father’s room. I didn’t want to risk 
waking him. I knew he would go plunging 
out, dead or alive, into the blizzard. As I 
passed the woodpile, I picked up a heavy 
stick. 

The barnyard gate was standing wide 
open, which made me sick. I had promised 
Father I would latch it every evening after 
the sheep had come up to be fed. The barn 
lot has a good, dogproof fence. When the 
gate is shut, it makes a good sheepfold. I 
know Father will never believe it—I can’t 
blame him—but I shut that gate at sundown 
and latched it. One reason I am so sure is 
that I broke my thumbnail on the latch. I 
was worried about how it would look at the 
dance (in case I get a bid). 

Outside the gate is the wood-lot pasture. 
I ran as fast as I could in the direction of 
the bells. The ground rises there, and it was 
a solid, glassy sheet of ice. I slipped and 
slid and fell flat on my face. But finally I 
scrambled up the hill to where the grave- 
yard is. I could tell that I was close to the 
sheep. I meant to head them down the hill 
and into the barn lot. Suddenly they broke 
out of the cedars into the clearing. As I 
suspected, three dogs were after them. I 
started waving my stick and calling “Coo 
sheepie! Coo sheepie!” It didn’t do any good. 
They were panic-stricken. I swung at the 
dogs with my stick. It didn’t even slow them 
down. The sheep disappeared into the woods 
again, running in a big circle. 

My teeth began to chatter. To get out of 
the wind, I backed up against the old hay- 
stack for shelter. It looked like a big mush- 
room where the sheep had eaten into it on all 
sides, as high as they could reach. To thaw 
my frozen hands I crammed them in my 
coat pockets and discovered Benny’s ciga- 
rette lighter which I had picked up after 
our spill the other night. That gave me a 
brilliant idea. Stories I had read about pio- 
neers keeping wolves at bay with fire flashed 
through my mind. I tore off some outer, ice- 
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crusted layers of the haystack and held the 
lighter flame to the inside dry hay. It caught, 
and soon belched up a big cloud of smoke, 
then a bright sheet of flame. In a few min- 
utes the stack was a big torch. 

The red glare must have scared off the 
dogs. Or maybe they had each downed a 
victim. Anyway, when the frantic sheep 
came out of the woods again, the dogs were 
not in sight. By dint of running and holler- 
ing and waving my stick, I got the poor 
things headed toward the barn. I chased 
them down the hill and when they were 
inside the barn lot, I shut the gate and 
latched it. Then I leaned against a gatepost 
and tried to get my breath. I was shaking 
like Father from his chill. 

And then my heart stood still. A tall man 
in a heavy overcoat and a cap pulled over 
his ears was coming toward me from the 
direction of the house. He was much too 
slim to be Father. I gave a muffled scream. 
Then I called out in a shaky voice, “Stop 
where you are, or I'll shoot!” 

“With what? That stick?” he called out 
and laughed. It was Sandy. He came loping 
across the barnyard to me. “I woke up and 
saw a big blaze over here,” he said. “What's 
up? Have you turned arsonist?” 

I told him about the dogs getting after 
the sheep and about the gate being open and 
about setting fire to the haystack. Then I 
covered my face with my hands and started 
to bawl. Sandy put his arm around my shoul- 
der and said, “Aw, don’t cry. It’s over now. 
Come on to the house. You should have 
called me in the first place.” 

“It isn’t over yet,” I said. “I know there 
are some sheep hurt or mavbe dead up in 
the woods. And one might be Snow White.” 

“Let’s go look,” Sandy said. He took my 
hand, turned on his big flashlight, and we 
trudged up the hill. Since he had on big 
boots, he didn’t slip at all on the ice. We 
passed the graveyard and went down the 
slope on the other side. We hadn’t gone far 
before we found two dead sheep and a third 
one almost dead in some blackberry briers. 
Sandy pulled a pistol out of his pocket. He 
said he'd better end its misery. I turned my 
back and shut my eves and held my fingers 
in my ears, It was over in a minute. 


At the bottom of the hill, under a 
beech tree, we found another victim. Sandy 
said I had probably seen only a few of the 
dogs; that there must have been others, the 
real killers, at work while the ones I saw 
were chasing the flock. He flashed his light 
around and hissed to me to stay right where 
I was. He turned off the light and went qui- 
etly down the path toward the pond. In a 
few minutes I heard his gun. When he got 
back he said, “Well, at least I killed one dog, 
a big old German police. Maybe the leader. 
He had a sheep by the throat.” 

“Already dead?” I asked, and he nodded. 

“It might have been little Snow White,” 
I moaned. 

He shook his head; it was a black-faced 
sheep. We looked all through the woods, but 
we didn’t find any more sheep. We were 
approaching the barn from the lower side. 
Do you remember the big elm tree down 
there? Well, right along there I heard a 
feeble bleat. It sounded like Snow White. 

Sandy threw his light around in a big 
circle. I saw her first and ran to her. She 
was in a little gully, half hidden by a clump 
of buck bushes. Sandy held the light while 
I examined her. The dogs had torn off her 
fleece on one side, and there was a gash on 
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long wearing 


nylon 
anklets 


smart styles for slick 
chicks... all nylon and 
nylon innerlined with 
Durene mercerized cot- 
ton for extra-special com- 
fort...Luscious colors... 
as washable as you and 
quicker drying, too! 

Bouclé — frosty-toned all 
nylon bouclé-twist English 


rib crew style! Ask for turn- 
over cuff style Krimpy, too. 
Nylinks—Ever popular 
link ‘n link favorite. 
Nylotrim — Self-toned 
fancy Jacquard cuff anklet. 


Nylorib — Smart English j 
rib to wear up or cuff down. . 
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Nylorol—Triple-roll cuff 
for that extra thick look—or 
wear it high and handsome. 
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—  Nylorol 


At your favorite store, or write for name of nearest dealer: 


TRIMFIT HOSIERY, Empire State Building, New York 1, N. Y. 
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WIN BIG PRIZES! 
Win a Nash Rambler Convertible? 





Win a 21” Sylvania 
Montclair 
Television Set! 


Win a Roadmaster 
Streamlined 
Bicycle! 





50 TERRIFIC PRIZES FOR YOU! 
(50 for grown-ups—1 grand prize) 
in SYLVANIA’s Exciting 
FLASH PHOTO CONTEST 


"FOLKS ARE FUN” 
Flash a Picture—Win the prize of a lifetime! 
See your Sylvania aay for com - 

rules and FREE entry form now! 

slip a Sylvania Blue Dot flashbulb into 
your flashgun and take a picture saying 
“Folks Are Fun.” It’s easy! Whenever 
you hear a chuckle or a laugh, there’s 


yous chance for a prize-winning picture. 
ash a picture and enter it now! 


HURRY! HURRY! 
Contest closes April 30, 1953 


SYLVANIA 
¥ 


Sylvania Electric Products Inc. 
1740 Broadway, New York 19, N.Y. 


PHOTOLAMPS ; LIGHT BULBS; RADIO TUBES; TELEVSIN PICTURE TaRER; 
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her shoulder. 

“That’s not too bad,” Sandy consoled me. 
“She is all in from running, but she’s not 
badly hurt. You take the light. I'll tote her 
to the barn.” He must be mighty strong, 
because he picked her up, laid her across his 
shoulder, and carried her to the barn. We 
laid her on some clean hay in an empty stall. 
Then he walked with me to the kitchen door 
and said, “Get to bed now before you have 
pneumonia.” 

“Thanks, Sandy, for helping,” I began 
lamely. Then, like a dope, I started to cry. 

“Take it easy, Pat,” he said, kissed me and 
took off. 

As soon as I got warm I went to sleep. 
I waked up when Mother came in to kindle 
the fire. She looked old and cold in the 
dreary light. I had to tell her, though, so I 
blurted it out about the sheep. 

She wheeled around to face me. “Don’t 
tell me you left that gate open!” she said. 

I told her that I was sure I had latched it 
but somehow it must have been opened. 

“How could it have been opened?” she 
said. “You were the last one in from the barn.” 

My spirits were so low I didn’t even feel 
like getting out of bed, but I dressed myself 
and went to the barn to see about Snow 
White. When I opened the stall door, she 
gave me a welcoming bleat. She was standing 
up, and there on the hay were two newborn 
lambs. They were alive, but too weak to 
stand up and suck. I fed Snow White some 
wheat bran, and I was walking back to the 
house with a lamb under each arm when 
Sandy appeared. He said, “Hi, Bo-Peep. Let 
me give you a hand.” 

“I can manage,” I told him. “You can 
feed the flock some hay, if you will.” 

“T've been thinking about the gate,” he 
said. “Could be a tramp came along, looking 
for a hayloft to sleep in, and left it open. I'll 
look for clues when I’m in the loft.” 

I stopped stock-still. “Sandy,” I said. “If 
you could prove I didn’t leave that gate 
open, I'd remember you in my will.” 

I went on to the house and fed the twins 
and wrapped them in an old, ragged sweater. 
I think they are going to live. And Snow 
White is, too. But I can’t forget the ones in 
the woods. 

Your loving friend, 
P. Downing 


Dear Janie: 

The blizzard is over, thank goodness for 
that. And Father is out again, alas. What I 
mean is that now he is able to be outdoors 
to oversee the farm. It didn’t take him long 
to discover the missing sheep. When I got 
home from school today, he called me into 
his room. 

“I thought I told you, Pat, to shut the barn 
gate every night without fail, and you prom- 
ised to do it,” he said. 

I told him I had closed the gate every 
single night, without fail, and I couldn't 
understand its being open that night. He 
said in a withering way, “Dogs are smart 
animals, Pat, but I never heard of one that 


| could open barnyard gates.’ 


I couldn't keep back the tears, so I hastily 
left the room. I know I am innocent, but 
still I can see why everyone is so sure I 
forgot. I am sunk in misery. 

Your loving friend, 
Zz Downing 


Dearest, dear Janie: 
Times have changed. I am as happy as a 
Hottentot’s tot! Practically every day, Sandy 


has been over here, hanging around the 
barn lot, hunting for a i Because he 
alone was convinced somebody else had 
left the gate open. 

Tonight Father came in the kitchen where 
I was washing dishes and said, “Pat, it 
seems apologies are in order.” Father is not 
one who usually apologizes for anything, so 
I practically fell into the sink. Then he said 
that Sandy had caught the villain in the act, 
and who did I think the villain was. Well, 
of course I didn’t know, so he went on, 
“Melody Queen Bess.” That’s the name of 
our new pure-bred, registered Jersey cow. I 
nearly dropped dead. 

‘Sandy said he began to suspect her be- 
cause twice he found the gate open after he 
had closed it, and she was outside grazing on 
the hill. Today he caught her lifting the 
latch with her nose. That’s just a little too 
smart to suit me. I’m going to sell her, blue- 
blooded as she is. I won’t put up with that.” 

Well, the first minute I could, I went to 
the phone and called Sandy. “You've prac- 
tically saved my life,” I said, “and I don’t 
know how to thank you.” 

“Don’t mention it,” he said. “Glad to 
oblige. How are the twins?” 

“Fine as silk,” I told him. “What do you 
think of naming them Zero and Hero?” He 
approved the idea. At feeding time, he 
came over to inspect them. I still give them 
milk out of bottles because it’s such fun to 
watch them shake their tails with joy while 
they drink it. After that we went into the 
living room to listen to Mario Lanza sing. 
It was cozy in there with the lights on, and 
the fire burning and the radio playing. Noth- 
ing at all like the blizzard. 

Sandy told me he had been sort of off me 
lately because he thought I was getting 
high-hat. (Where he got that idea, I can’t 
for my life imagine.) But when he saw me 
racing around in a blizzard after a bunch 
of sheep, he decided my heart was still in 
the right place. 

Just as he was leaving, he asked me if 
I would go with him to “the dance, just as 
casually as if he had not kept me on the 
anxious seat three weeks. Boys are the limit, 
don’t you agree? 

Now if I can get my dream dress, every- 
thing will be wonderful. It’s still there, and 
reduced ten percent besides. I mentioned 
that to Mother tonight. She didn’t say yes 
or no. 

Your ever-loving friend, 


Fr. D. 


Dearest Janie: 

I got the velveteen! I wore it to the dance 
and it was a wow. I never have had so much 
luck in my life. 

I made a trade with Father that when 
Hero and Zero are big enough to sell, I'll 
turn them over to him in payment for the 
dress. After all, he furnishes the feed, and I 
only put in the work of raising them. He was 
very willing and Mother said it was a good 
trade for both of us. 

Sandy just loves the dress because it’s red. 

The weather has turned over a new leaf. 
We seem to he going to have an early spring. 
Today on our iawn there was a great flock 
of blackbirds. They were whirling and rising 
and settling to the ground like black leaves 
in a high wind. I guess it takes a blizzard 
to make you realize how fine spring is. I 
have never been so happy. 

Your ever-loving friend, 
Pat Downing 
THE END 
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Den’t Leek New! 
(Continued from page 21) 


canny glamour hint. Because even if you are 
coiffed and costumed to perfection, you can 
still destroy the whole effect with one un- 
sightly gesture. Who can appreciate your 
smooth coiffure or your suave ensemble when 
youle making an itching, twitching, hitch- 
ing spectacle of yourself? But if you handle 
yourself in a serene, unruffled manner, your 
simplest outfit will wear an air of poise and 
elegance. 

How can you control those nervous or 
self-conscious tricks that seem to be the 
trade-mark of many teensters? Well, the most 
important and the most painful part of the 
process is seeing them in yourself. Bad hab- 
its aren't half so hard to lose when you 
admit you have them . . . and why. The rest 
is a matter of reminding yourself repeat- 
edly during the day of the things you want 
not to do. Write out notices if necessary, and 
post them on your dressing table, in your 
notebook, and elsewhere, until you find that 
you are improving. 

Somebody has said that constant vigilance 
is the price of poise, but that is true only 
in the beginning. Fortunately for all of us, 
good habits can become as easy and auto- 
matic as bad ones. All you have to do is 
give them a good head start. It’s all up to 
you! 

Here, to help you mend your mannerisms, 
is our own check list of unattractive habits 
(perhaps you'll have a few of your own to 


add): 


Chewing, gnawing, nibbling, sucking and 
otherwise mouthing miscellaneous objects 
such as pencils, goggles, pearl necklaces, or 
your own knuckles and fingernails. (If you 
really require some dental exercise, try to 





take it out on pumpernickel or carrot sticks 
or steak—at mealtimes. ) 


Scratching, picking, pulling at any portion | 


of the anatomy. (If your scalp or your skin 
really itch, step up the frequency of your 
ablutions. If you just have nervous fingers, 
try some simple device such as_ holding 
a hanky or book tightly and resolutely in 
your hands while you're talking.) 


Hitching, hiking, tugging, tucking and 
otherwise rearranging items of wearing ap- 
parel. (Choose simple, wearable clothing in 
the first place; be sure it’s in perfect work- 
ing order when you put it on, and then try 
to forget it!) 


Public primping. (If you arrange your hair 
in a practical and appropriate style, you 
won't need to take repeated a at 
your compact mirror, or poke and pin it 
publicly. Same goes for make-up. ) 


Tapping, snapping, humming, drumming 
and all other avoidable noises made with 
feet or fingers or vocal chords. (Stop and 
listen once in a while and see if you've left 
your motor running! ) 

THE END 








ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 
Give The American Girl at least six weeks’ 
notice, so as not to miss any issues. Be sure to 
send your old as well as your new address to 
The American Girl, 155 E. 44th St., N. Y. 17. 
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GIRL SCOUTS 
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Brownie Scout 
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i beat the Dual Heel Cushion that only Modern 
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/ 
; walking comfort. Ask for a pair to slip 
H into the next time you are in your favorite 
i shoe store. They’re wonderful for 
/ scouting and everyday wear. 
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SOUTH SUDBURY, MASSACHUSETTS: I get so 
excited when my AMERICAN GIRL magazine 


arrives. I read each copy over and over 
again. I just love the beautiful fashions. The 
Girl Scout section is one of my favorites, be- 
cause I am a Girl Scout. I belong to Troop 10. 
I especially enjoyed the little story and 
advertisement in the January issue which 
was called “Sally Learns to Cut a Fancy 
Figure.” I didn’t know how to make a figure 
eight and so it was of great interest to me. 

Figure skating is my favorite sport. 
BEVERLEY Nims (age 12) 


STILLORGAN, DUBLIN: [| have just read the 
December issue of THE AMERICAN GIRL 
which was loaned to me by my friend. It is 
not possible to buy it in this country, which 
I think is a great pity. How I would love to 
read other wonderful stories like Christmas 
Angel every month, and gaze longingly at 
those adorable dresses one can buy in 
America. I have never been outside Ireland, 
but every year our family goes on a caravan 
holiday to Kilkee in Southwest Ireland. How 
about an article on an Irish teen-ager? 
LizaBetH KeLty (age 17) 


ROCHELLE PARK, NEW JERSEY: A Penny for 
the Guy was exceptionally good. From the 
Sketchbook of Jo Spier was also very good. 
In fact, your whole magazine is tops. 

I love the patterns. Two of my dresses 
have been made from AMERICAN Gir pat- 
terns and a third is being made. 

How about having some more stories 
about careers such as telephone operators? 

Pauca Ripert (age 12) 


TORRINGTON, CONNECTICUT: Your article 
Fish Tale was very helpful. It gave me many 
ideas on care of fish. The Recipe Exchange 
came in very Handy and gave me a wonder- 
ful idea for a valentine party. I wish you 
would put in more crossword puzzles. 
Mary JANE Kucera (age 13) 


SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS: I just read the Feb- 
ruary AMERICAN Gini, and I thoroughly 
enjoyed it. Fish Tale was my favorite be- 
cause I am trying to start a tropical fish 
collection. I found the article very helpful. 
I also enjoyed Foreigner! and A Penny for 
the Guy. Speaking of Movies helps my fam- 
ily and myself many times in deciding which 
movie to see. 

Marcaret Rosperta REMING (age 16) 


PORT-AU-PRINCE, HAITI: Congratulations on 
the January issue of Tae AMERICAN Gir-!!! 
I’ve never seen or read a teen-ager’s maga- 
zine like it. Your good-grooming articles and 
the fashions are very helpful to me, and to 
many other girls I’m sure. 
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Your stories are super, and though I am 
not a Girl Scout in Haiti, I used to be one 
in Portland, Oregon, so I enjoy All Over the 
Map. It is too bad there is not a Girl Scout 
troop for the American girls in Haiti. The 
articles that get my vote are the stories on 
“teen-agers . foreign style.” 

During my two years in Haiti I have 
learned French fairly well, and of course I’ve 
learned Creole like a native. It is fun to 
learn different languages. 

ANN Cou..ett (age 13) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: | just must congratulate 
you on A Penny for the Guy and Foreigner! 
They were super. And “Ware Falcon! is 
really keen. I can hardly wait for the cli- 
max. It seems so long until I receive each is- 
sue, but when it comes the first thing I look 
for is fashions. Congratulations on your 
February cover. It was just beautiful. 
KAREN VAUGHN (age 12) 


HERTFORDSHIRE, ENGLAND: THE AMERICAN 
Gm is one of the best Christmas presents 
I have ever had. My pen pal in New York 
has sent in a subscription to it for a year 
for me. Your cover for January is beauti- 
ful. I hope you have more like it. 

By You and Books are both excellent and 
I also like very much your fashions for teen- 
agers. Good luck to your magazine! 
MARGARET ANDERSON (age 15) 


ROCHESTER, NEW YORK: I would like you to 
know that not only your fashions come in 
handy, but the hair styles that your cover 
girls wear as well. My hair is cut and curled 
exactly like your July 1952 cover girl, paint- 
ed by Pruett Carter, and I love it. 

Sanvy Hurr (age 14) 


JUBBULPORE, INDIA: This is a letter from an 
American girl in India. I have so enjoyed 
your magazine for five years, since betore I 
left America to come to India with my par- 
ents, who are missionaries, and four younger 
brothers. At present I am on our three 
months’ school vacation, from December 
through February. Our school year in Wood- 
stock School, which is located in northern 
India in the Himalayan mountains, is from 
March through November, thus we escape 
the hot weather by being in the Himalayas 
during the hot summer months. 

There are a number of American girls at 
Woodstock who get your magazine and 
everyone enjoys it very much—especially the 
recipes and cute stories. Keep it up! 

MaRIANNA PRrESLER (age 16) 


FORT MONMOUTH, NEW JERSEY: As you may 
have noticed, this letter is from an Army 
post. That is because I am an Army “brat.” 


This is where your wonderful magazine 
comes in. For the past three years I have 
been in Germany. Your magazine showed me 
what was happening to teen-agers in the 
U.S. Since we were so far away THE AMER- 
ICAN Girt came about half a month late, 
but that didn’t matter. It still kept us in 
touch with you. 

I especially enjoyed your article in the 
February issue, Ambassador Abroad. The 
information is as true as it can be. One of 
the Army slogans is, “A country is known 
by its people. What people think of your 
country depends on YOU.” Many thanks for 
your magazine, from me and all the Army 
girls who take it all around the world. 

Nancy Scuaupt (age 14) 


CLEONA, PENNSYLVANIA: [ really enjoyed 
your two stories Foreigner! and A Penny for 
the Guy. Your serial "Ware Falcon! is won- 
derful. Your fashions are always dreamy. 
They are so inexpensive and suit my eighth- 
grade budget just right. Your patterns are 
keen, too. I enjoy sewing and use your pat- 
terns very much. I liked the section From the 
Sketchbook of Jo Spier. 

I am not a Girl Scout but always enjoy 
reading All Over the Map. The article A 
World of Inspiration helped me immensely 
in preparing for my entrance in your Na- 
tional Subteen Design Contest. 

Joan Honarins (age 13) 


MER ROUGE, LOUISIANA: I’ve been in bed 
five months and I’ve four more to go. When 
1 was well I went to the Mer Rouge high 
school. Your section By You is very nice and 
I sent in a poem for the May issue. 

I love animals, especially horses, and 
my greatest ambition is to be a_ public 
hospital nurse. I play the piano and love 
ballet. Your Jokes are fine and the stories are 
tops. My parents approve of your magazine 
more than any I've ever received. Your 
fashions and tips on beauty are very helpful. 

Suerry Sisson (age 14) 


NORTH CANTON, OHIO: I especially enjoyed 
Foreigner! You're in the Limelight was very 
helpful. I always enjoy the photographs 
in the By You section. 'm not a Girl Scout 
any more but I still enjoy reading All Over 
the Map. Internationally Speaking by Elea- 
nor L. Thomas was very interesting. Let’s 
have more articles on television, as my 
ambition is to become a television directress 
in Cleveland. 

Mary Lov Nettvs (age 14) 





Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address. 
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She thinks she’s an expert on every subject 
. in and out of class. Her specialty is con- 
tradicting teachers, but she also enjoys con- 






























tradicting other teens. Easy to see why she’s 
so unpopular! 











A leisurely walk to the gang’s favorite hang- 


The Square Dancers out for a soda? Not for this girl! She only 


These square-dance couples are eager 
to frolic their way right onto your cottons 
and rayons. Just iron them on and see how alone so mucl 


they'll brighten up last year’s wardrobe. 
They‘re washable! Printed on linen towels 
or simple aprons, they make unusual 
Mother's Day gifts. 

Pattern 7250: four motifs in three colors 
—cherry-pie red, blueberry, and maize, 5 x 


6'2 inches. For each pattern send twenty-five . 2 
cents (in coin) to: American Girl, Needle- : wr 
craft Service, 155 East 44th Street, New : 7 
York 17, N. Y. Add five cents if you wish er 7 
first-class mailing. Send twenty cents for re sdiee: * - Py 
complete Needlecraft Catalogue. 'é 9 Sear WTS 

USE THIS HANDY FORM TO ORDER rhis girl makes everything a dark problem, but she 


really hits her gloom stride on her monthly days. 
seneer* oe aadaanaee L VANS She’d be a lot happier if only she’d get hep to that 


Check pattems coutber end dee end endian wise little book “Growing Up and Liking It.” 
correct amount (30¢ in coin) for each pattern. 


wants to travel in taxis to the most expen- 
sive dance _ No wonder she stays home 


























: FEATURED ON PAGE 22 . | teu, can profit from “Growing Up and 
| 9189—Dress with Brief Jacket : Liking It.” This helpful little booklet 
: Ss OD w O46 : tells you all the facts you want to know about menstrua- 
; m—orneosae Gaeuss : tion. And it gives you tips on health, beauty and poise, 
| 4772—Dress with Eyelet Trim : as well. There’s no charge. “Growing Up and Liking It” 
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| 4789—Dress with Portrait Neck ' more reassuring napkin. 
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“So soon, Sally? Seems like you only started 
working at the phone company a short while ago.” 


“It hasn't been very long —time goes fast 
when you like your job. And this is only 


\ the first of a lot of regular raises. 
& My salary was good to start with and it'll 


\ keep on getting better!” 
ow - “You wed have a good job, Sally. 








Bull Taephone. Systin 


There may be a telephone job waiting for you! 
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America’s finest 
silver-plated flute 


AT FINE MUSIC 
DEALERS EVERY WHERE 


T ARMSTRONG COMPANY ELKHART, INDIANA 
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Easter Brunch 
(Continued from page 16) 


yeast in lukewarm water and add to first 
mixture. Beat egg and add. Add flour grad- 
ually and mix to a soft dough. Knead on 
lightly floured board until smooth. Shape 
into ball and place in large, greased bowl. 
Cover and let rise in a warm place until 
double in bulk—about one hour. Punch 
down dough and fold into the center. Turn 
out on lightly floured board. Pinch off small 
pieces and roll with palms of hands to form 
ropes % inch thick and about 10 inches 
long. To shape bunnies, tie ropes of dough 
in loose knots, bringing ends straight up 
to form ears. Press in raisins for eyes. Brush 
rolls with melted shortening. Cover and 
let rise until double in bulk. Bake in hot 
oven (425°) 12 to 15 minutes, or until 
brown. Frost fronts of ears with white or 
pink confectioners’ sugar glaze. 


Confectioners’ Sugar Glaze: 
1 cup sifted confec- 1 teaspoon vanilla 
tioners’ sugar 1 egg white 


Put sugar in a bowl, add vanilla, and 
the egg white, slightly beaten. Blend well 
to make a frosting thin enough to spread. 


For another hot bread, try these delicious 
muffins. 


APPLE-BUTTER MUFFINS 


2 cups sifted flour Ya cup apple butter 

1 teaspoon baking 1 teaspoon soda 
powder Ya cup butter or 

Y% teaspoon salt margarine 

Y2 cup chopped nuts 1 cup sugar 

Y2 cup raisins 1 egg 


Ye cup milk 


Have all ingredients at room temperature. 
Measure flour, add baking powder and salt, 
and sift again. Combine nuts and raisins 
in a small bowl. Add % cup of the flour 
mixture and stir well. Add apple butter 
to soda and mix. The mixture will foam 
and make about 1 cup. Cream shortening 
and sugar thoroughly. Add apple-butter 
mixture and the egg, and mix well. Add 
the remaining flour, alternately with the 
milk, mixing well. Stir in nuts and raisins. 
Fill well-greased muffin pans half full, and 
bake in hot oven (400°) about 20 minutes, 
or until lightly browned. Makes about 24 
small, or 12 large, muffins. 

Pat Hogan, of Chatham, New Jersey, 
says these are her favorite muffins. In 
making them, you can shorten dishwash- 
ing chores by using paper baking cups 
which can be bought at the dime store. 


“My Sunday school class made _ these 
cakes for a party,” writes Judy Myall of 
Bay City, Texas, “and everyone loved them.” 
For an Easter brunch you might arrang: 
a tray of these colorful cakes as a center- 
piece. Serve them for dessert when the 
time comes. 


EASTER-EGG CAKES 

Bake as many cupcakes as you think you 
will need, using your favorite recipe or 
a prepared mix. When the cakes are cool. 
frost them with white or yellow-tinted 
7-minute frosting. Then, with green-tinted 
coconut, make a grass nest on top of each 
cake and fill each one with jelly beans. 

To tint the coconut, put 1% cups of coco- 
nut in a quart jar with a tight lid. Mix 
1 teaspoon water with a few drops of 
vegetable coloring and pour over the coco- 
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nut. Close lid tightly and shake the jar 
vigorously until coloring is absorbed and 
coconut evenly colored. 


The Ham-Corn Fritters which Kathleen 
Spooner of Detroit, Michigan, likes very 
much would be fine for a late brunch. We 
suggest juice for the first course; then serve 
the fritters, with a cooked vegetable if you 
wish. You might finish with a fruit salad 
and a hot beverage, or serve fruit and 
cookies for dessert. 


HAM-CORN FRITTERS 


1% cups sifted flour 2 tablespoons melted 

2 teaspoons baking butter or margarine 
powder 1% cups chopped 

1 teaspoon salt cooked ham 

1 teaspoon dry mustard 1% cups drained, 

2 eggs, slightly beaten whole-kernel corn 


Y cup milk 


Measure sifted flour, add baking powder, 
salt, and mustard. Sift again. Beat eggs and 
combine with milk and shortening. Add to 
dry ingredients and mix only until all flour is 
dampened. Stir in ham and corn. Drop by 
rounded teaspoonfuls into deep, hot fat 
(365°) and cook 3 to 4 minutes, turning 
once to brown both sides. Serve hot, plain 
or with cheese sauce. Makes about 30 
fritters. 


As a dessert for your late brunch, try 
the Ginger Peaches for which Karen Faller 
of Donora, Pennsylvania, has sent the re- 
cipe. Karen says that her Home Ec. class 
made them, and they serve them as a salad 
as well as a dessert. 

GINGER PEACHES 
12 canned peach halves 1 egg 


Juice of 1 lemon Ye teaspoon salt 

3 tablespoons butter 1 cup finely crushed 
or margarine gingersnaps 

‘4 cup sugar Peach juice 


Arrange peaches, cavity side up, in lightly 
buttered baking dish. Sprinkle with a few 
drops of lemon juice. Cream butter until 
soft. Add sugar, egg, and salt. Cream un- 
til fluffy. Stir in gingersnaps. Fill cavities 
of peaches with this mixture, heaping it 
up in the centers. Pour about % cup juice 
around the peaches. Bake in hot oven 
(400°) 20 to 25 minutes. Serve warm. 


Cooking Cues: 

Always read a recipe through carefully 
before you begin. Then do first things first. 
Preheat the oven, so that it will be the 
correct temperature when you are ready 
to use it. If pans are to be greased, do this 
next. Then assemble all the other utensils 
and ingredients you will need. Now you're 
ready to start in an orderly fashion. Follow 
the directions given in your recipe for mix- 
ing and cooking. Remember, short cuts on 
your own mean trouble, unless you are a 
very experienced cook. 


The Next “Recipe Exchange” Subject: 

For the July issue we would like recipes 
for dishes to be served at family meals out 
of doors—in the back yard, on the porch, 
at a picnic, or whatever type of outdoor 
meal your family enjoys. If you have a 
favorite recipe for a special dish for such 
meals, or a different way of cooking and 
serving old stand-bys, send it in. All recipes 
must be on the announced subject, and for 
each one printed in the magazine we will 
pay $1. See page 47 for-rules. THE END 
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IS ALL NUTRITION 


.. .the first yellow margarine with 
food value in every single ingredient ! 


Exciting climax of the greatest 
nutritional research in margarine history! 


Fully nutritious! Today’s Nucoa is all nutrition! No ben- 
zoate preservative, no synthetic flavor—everything in Nucoa 
is good for you. You get 15,000 units of vitamin A, 2,000 
of vitamin D and abundant energy in every pound. 


Natural Flavor! Natural Color! Nucoa’s fresher flavor 
comes entirely from its nutritious ingredients. Nucoa’s color 
comes from Nature’s own carotene, rich in vitamin A. 


Sets a new standard! Even the expensive spread can’t guar- 
antee what Nucoa margarine gives you always. Made by the 
makers of Hellmann’s® and Best Foods® Real Mayonnaise. 


NUCOA’ First in Quality ! 
ALL Nutiition! ALL Natural Flavor! Always Thrifty! 
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| 
Beers RES REA SE 
from all over the country 
| by PAT DI SERNIA, Fashion Editor 
IF YOUR DATE LASH—FLASH—FLASH—We're bubbling had made. Both Wendy and Carolyn were 
over with the most exciting news. wearing alternate uniforms which they had 
COMES TO DINNER Arrangements have finally been com- made as a troop project. Patsy brought along 
’ pleted to fly the four national first-prize two gifts, a beautiful apron and a beaded 
winners and their chaperons to New York _ belt. After the telecast, they took their de- 
SHOULD HE HELP City, where they will attend a trade and signs to their local stores and now they're 
43 press luncheon to be held at the Waldorf- holding their breaths to see what happens. 
WITH THE DISHES? Astoria on May 2\st. This exciting three-day 
trip will be completely cost-free, for the Barbara Bennett, Youth Consultant of 
winners and their chaperons will be the Thalhimer’s in Richmond, Va. sent us a won- 
You can make your own rules guests of THE AmMericaAN Girt MacGazine_ derful picture taken at their “Design Contest 
about this. If you're going and the four associated manufacturers: | Workshop,” which was held in the store 
; nee Lortogs, Little Empress, Joseph Love, Inc., auditorium. Invitations were sent to girls 
to an 8:50 show, and it's | and Regal Knitwear. And they will stay at} on their mailing list, and others were in- 
8:15...what do the Statler Hotel, so keep your fingers formed via an ad in the local paper. Despite 
: 9 | crossed, we may be seeing YOU!!! a heavy rainstorm the auditorium was 
zou think? ff ; crowded with AMERICAN Gmt_ readers, 
Mother excuses | Margaret Arlen, glamorous CBS Tele- teachers, and the supervisor of home eco- 
you ... would | vision star, is shown below with Patsy Sadow- _ nomics. Pink and white tables were provided 
you insist? | sky of Great Neck, L. IL; your reporter; for working space. Barbara explained the 
———"" | W endy Sempfs and Carolyn Hurley of rules and answered all questions. Most of 
| Rutherford, N. J., Troop 29. We made a_ the girls stayed until one o'clock, when the 
But ...if it’s a habit in | guest appearance on Miss Arlen’s show auditorium was cleared for another group. 


| March 3rd, and the girls told about their Congratulations, Barbara, on a job well done 
your house for you to help, | designs and showed samples of items they and good luck to your contestants. 

there's no reason why your 
date shouldn't lend a hand. 
Chances are, he'll prefer 


the kitchen informality to Mareaset Aston, love- 


sitting in the living room, | ly CBS television 
carrying onastarched-col- | star, and your re- 

' ! | porter chat with Pat- 
lar conversation with Dad. | sy Sadowsky of Great 


Neck, L.I., Wendy 
So now, while you're both Hacker vue te 
in the kitchen, grab the | Rutherford, N.J. dur- 
chance to show him what a ing a guest appear 
ance on Miss Arlen’s 
wise homebody you are. Use television shew 
tricks like S.0.S. An §S&.0.S. 
scouring pad does the dirty 
work... pots 
and pans ...\ 
fast. Because 
S. 0. 8. cleans _ 
andpolishes, 7, | @® 
both ... the 
soap is right in the pad. 











Examples of different 
design categories are 
modeled in the au- 
ditorium of Thal- 
himer’s Dept. Store, 
Richmond, Va., dur- 
ing a “Design Con- 
test Workshop.” This 
was directed by Bar- 
bara Bennett, Youth 
Consultant, who held 
two complete sessions 


Wasn't that easy? He prob- 
ably even enjoyed it (with,of 
course, the help of S.0.S.!) 


The $.0.S. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A. 
$.0.S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 
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Light Traveler— Buster Brown 
Official Girl Scout 2-strap 
Moc-style casual. Also available 
in Brownie Scout sizes. 


..-bicycling...bookbinding 


Whether you're going for your merit badge in book- 
binding, or just having fun—you’re going to love your 


Buster Brown Official Girl Scout Shoes. The charm of 
their smart, smooth looks, their casual, easy-going com- $B4 5 

















fort, the good feel of their fine supple leathers and 
sturdy soles...everything about them will tell you 
why Buster Browns are the favorites of girls every- 


HIGHER 
DENVER WEST 








Remember, there are 


where. And the word “Official” inside tells both yon Brownie Scout Shoes. ay 
and your mother you're getting the best shoes made ¢o9, Sizes 124% to 3. $7.45. <" 
for Girl Scouts. i 


BUSTER BROWN 
Official Girl Scott Shor ° 


Product of Buster Brown Division, Brown Shoe Company, St. Louis 


Good Scout— Buster 
Brown Official Girl Scout 
oxford. Also available 

in white. 





Pat. Off. 


THE OFFICIAL APPROVED SHOE 











it’s not an official shoe unless 
it is marked “Girl Scout” 


A Product of 


. & 
” Shoe oo 
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Girl Scouts of the U.S.A. to the Girl 
Guides in England, Belgium, and Holland 
as soon as radio and TV brought word of 
the disastrous floods in Europe. 

In answer, The Netherlands cabled that 
there was urgent need of camp-kitchen 
equipment and money with which to replace 
clothing and uniforms. National Headquar- 
ters immediately cabled a gift of $2500 from 
the Juliette Low World Friendship Fund. 
At the same time, the National Equipment 
Service swung into action. Within thirty-six 
hours camp-kitchen equipment sufficent to 
care for three hundred people was assem- 
bled, packed in cases, and aboard a plane 
on its way to Holland. KLM Royal Dutch 
Airlines carried the shipment free of charge, 
and distribution was made through the Red 
Cross in The Netherlands. What the gifts 
meant to the Girl Guides of that stricken 
country is best told in a letter recently re- 
ceived at the Girl Scout National Head- 
quarters, from The Netherlands Guides 
Association: 

“We really cannot tell how grateful we 
are for the great help. In these days of dis- 
aster and sorrow it is so good to meet the 
real sisterhood of our movement all over 
the world! It will interest you, no doubt, 
that we also received a letter of sympathy 
and real help from your Girl Scout troops 
in Germany and Austria. Miss Moninger has 
sent us $25.00 and asked what the Girl 
Scouts there could do for us. 

“Will you please express our warmest 
wishes of friendship and gratitude to our 
sisters in the U.S.A.? Thanks for your pray- 





es “HOW CAN WE HELP?” cabled the 


ers, for your help, your friendship and 
sympathy.” 


SHORTLY BEFORE the floods 

struck her country, a Girl Guide 
of Arnhem, Holland, wrote a letter to 
this department which is of special 
interest now. She said: 

“Dear Girl Scout Sisters in Amer- 
ica: I am a Girl Guide in Holland 
and as I got a subscription to The 
American Girl from my pen pal in 
America, I have read many articles 
about Scouting in America and other 
parts of the world, and I enjoyed 
them very much. So I thought other 
Scouts would like to hear something 
about Scouting in Holland. 

“In my country troops don’t have a 
number, but a name. Our troop is 
called the Geusen troop. Our uniform 
is navy blue with four pockets. We 
wear a light-blue tie, a white whistle 
cord, and a navy-blue cap. Every 
Saturday afternoon we have a troop 
meeting in our clubhouse. There we 
learn to make knots, signal with the 
Morse System, make bandages, play, 
and sing. Sometimes we have patrol 
meetings. 

“In the summer holidays we have a camp. 
Last summer we camped a week. We biked 
to our camp, which was not far from Arn- 
hem. We had to bike for two hours. When 
we arrived we must rise our tents and when 
we were doing so, it began to rain cats and 
dogs. But never mind, we had to rise the 
tents. When we had finished, the sun shone 


Photo by H. H. T. Chang 





In mobcaps and aprons 
over their uniforms, 
Girl Seouts of Fairfax 
County, Virginia, re- 
hearse a colonial scene 
for their annual festival 








Courtesy KLM Royal Dutch Airlines 


Camp kits sent by Girl Scouts of the U.S.A. to the 
Holland Guides are checked before shipment 


again. Then we made a kitchen, some wash- 
ing cubicles, and lats. In the evening we 
went to bed early. 

“Every morning we rose at seven and 
had gymnastics. After breakfast and colors 
we played or made a walk. At eleven, one 
patrol began to cook and at one o'clock we 
had dinner. In the afternoon, after rest hour, 
we walked, played, biked and so on. When 
it was raining we all sat in one tent and 
sang. In the evening we mostly had a camp- 
fire, which I like very much. After a week 
we went home. It was a very fine camp. 

“I hope you see now how Scouting in 
Holland is.” 


WHEN BRIGHT spring days lure Green 
Bay, Wisconsin, Girl Scouts out to 
their troop campsite, they will have good 
reason to be proud of the bridge-building 
accomplishments of a group of Senior Girl 
Scouts and Explorer Boy Scouts. The camp- 
site is crossed by a lovely creek—lovely to 
look at, but cold and damp to wade across. 
So Senior Girl Scouts of Troops 51 and 99 
of the Bay Area Council, and Explorer 
Scouts of the Nicolet Boy Scout Council 
turned bridge builders—and, incidentally, 
had a wonderful time. 
Under the supervision of the Explorer 
Scout leader, the Boy Scouts split and 
sawed old poles donated by the Wisconsin 
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Telephone Company, and constructed a 
rustic span across the troublesome stream. 
The Girl Scouts cooked outdoor meals for 
the workers, and helped to carry and set 
the poles in place. 

The result? Fun for ‘all; the Explorers 
completed an engineering structure require- 
ment; the Seniors did a real service for their 
Council's troop-camp committee; and Girl 
Scout campers can now use a sturdy, at- 
tractive bridge which fits beautifully into 
its surroundings. 


IN BROOKLYN, NEW YORK, work on 

the Home Nurse badge led Troop 
2-111 into one of its most rewarding experi- 
ences. At the suggestion of the local Visiting 
Nurse Association, the troop helped with 
the Visiting Nurses’ annual party Ie ortho- 
pedic children. Some of these children never 
leave their homes except to attend this party. 
Many come with the help of parents, but 
others have to be brought by Red Cross 
ambulance. Troop 2-111 helped to address 
invitations, and on the day of the party Boy 
and Girl Scouts helped bring the children 
to the Association’s headquarters and to take 
them home again. 

At the party, Boy and Girl Scouts also 
served refreshments and helped with the 
Punch and Judy show, the movies, and the 
singing. One of the nicest things about the 
party was the entertainment put on by some 
of the handicapped children themselves. 


“WHERE CAN WE MEET to practice 

outdoor activities?” was the question 
before a Pueblo, Colorado, Girl Scout troop. 
Then, “Let’s use a vacant lot,” suggested 
one of the girls, and the idea was seized 
upon with enthusiasm. 

The girls found a suitable lot and with 
the help of their leader contacted the owner 
and people living around the lot. When all 
the necessary permissions had been secured, 
they set to work with a will. They spent 
several days with rakes and hoes, clearing 
away trash and weeds. One of the neighbors 
offered her garage for storing their equip- 
ment. Members of the police department 


Photo by Harold C. Furlong 





Girl Scouts of Brooklyn, New York, enjoy the fun 
too as they help entertain handicapped children 
at a party given by the Visiting Nurse Association 
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A sturdy rustic bridge 
built by Boy and Girl 
Scouts of Green Bay, 
Wisconsin, at the Girl 
Scout troop camp makes 
creek-crossing easy 


Press Gazette Photo 


brought wood for the campfires, and large 
logs for the girls to use as seats. The lot is 
now the scene of many outdoor activities— 
cookouts, outdoor crafts and badge work. 
Inspired by the success of this project, other 
Girl Scout troops in the city have taken over 
similar lots for outdoor activities. 

A citywide contest to name the Girl Scout 
Lodge in City Park was another project of 
the Pueblo Girl Scouts. Blanks were sent to 
all Girl Scout troops in the city, and the 
troops were asked to tell why they chose 
the name they suggested. Five local busi- 
nessmen and women actively interested in 
the Girl Scout program were the judges. 
They chose Sunshine Lodge as the most ap- 
propriate name, and a local firm furnished 
an attractive sign, free of charge. 

Each year the Pueblo Girl Scouts carry 
out a Twelfth Night “burning of the greens” 
at Sunshine Lodge. Girl Scouts, their fami- 
lies, and people from all over the city bring 
their Christmas trees and holiday greens to 
the Lodge. A huge pile is made in a care- 
fully cleared area. The chief of the Pueblo 
fire department lights the fire, and members 
of the department, with the help of the Girl 
Scouts, keep it under control. A 
highlight of the affair is the fine 
community singing as the fragrant 
pile burns. 


wy A FESTIVAL which began six 


years ago as a small outdoor 
gathering at the Arlington Girl Scout 
camp has become an annual event 
in Fairfax County, Virginia. The 1952 
Festival of the Fairfax County Girl 
Scouts was the largest and most suc- 
cessful of all. People from all over 
the area crowded Specker Field 
House at Fort Belvoir to witness the 
pageant showing events of colonial 
Fairfax County from 1642 to 1742. 

With pantomime and dancing, 
groups of Girl Scouts pictured the 
days of the Indians and the early 
settlers; other groups presented scenes 
from plantation days, such as Colonel 
William Fairfax teaching surveying 
to young George Washington. There 
were spinning and quilting scenes; 
groups re-enacting schoolroom scenes 
from colonial days; singing and 
dancing proups. 

One of the most colorful numbers 
was an international parade of over 
one hundred Girl Scouts, dressed 
in costumes of many foreign lands, 








in honor of Juliette Low. The presentation 
of five and ten year pins is a feature of this 
annual gathering of the Girl Scouts. 

Community participation is an important 
part of the festival. Boy Scouts serve as 
ushers, and other local groups help with 
the many details of the affair, 


FROM FAIRFAX we go to Surry County, 

Virginia—quite a journey in the horse- 
back and stagecoach days, but only a mat- 
ter of hours today. Surry County, rich in 
historical lore, lies just across the James 
River from Jamestown Island, site of the 
first permanent white settlement in North 
America. So it was quite natural that when 
Girl Scout Troop 1 was organized in that 
county, they chose Pocahontas as the name 
for their troop. 

The girls are justifiably proud of their 
meeting place. After the troop was organ- 
ized, the problem of where to meet was a 
troublesome one. Then their leader came 
home from a visit to Dobbs Ferry, New 
York. There a friend had shown her the 
delightful meeting place which she and her 
Mariner Scout troop had made from a dreary 
basement room. It had given the leader 
from Virginia an idea. Why not convert the 
unused chicken house in her back yard into 
a meeting place for her troop? 

The girls saw no reason why not, and 
lost no time in setting to work. Parents and 
friends helped with advice, paint, and an 
assist on some of the more difficult labor. 
Almost before they could say “Captain John 
Smith!” Troop Pocahontas had a bright and 
shining, spic-and-span meeting place. 


“SERVICE TO OTHERS” was the basis 

of an important part of the winter 
activities of Troop 1 in Gloversville, South 
Carolina. As one of their first projects they 
made and filled friendship bags for needy 
children in Korea. Another project was col- 
lecting new, or good used clothing for their 
“adopted” mission in Pusan, Korea. And for 
an at-home community service, they made 
candy-filled tray favors for men in the Camp 
pmew Army Hospital. 

New skills were gained when the girls 
made wooden kitchen-memorandum plaques 
as gifts for their mothers. The girls had fun 
as they worked together cutting, sanding, 
and finishing the wood; decorating the 
plaques with their own individual designs. 

It has been a rewarding experience, 
through which the troop has learned the joy 
of doing for others. THE END 
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Try sharing the big 


AIR WEATHER means more time in the 

out of doors for all of us. Some of it 

we'll spend in games and hikes—but 
there is always the quiet time when a book 
is our best friend. 

Girl Scouts often get started ahead of 
summer vacations preparing for their out- 
door reading. Their troop leader may write 
to the Program Department, Girl Scout 
Headquarters, 155 East 44th Street, New 
York 17, New York, for a free copy of “Good 
Books Are Great Friends.” It’s a book list 
for Girl Scout readers, giving the best books 
for Brownies, Intermediates, and Seniors. 

The troop or a patrol should also visit the 
public library and get the librarian’s advice 
in developing a summer reading plan for 
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OME GRUMPY PEOPLE can always be 

heard complaining about the weather 

—as if Nature ought to consult them 

before she decides to have sun or rain, or 

heat or cold, or wind or snow. “Look at that 

downpour, just when we're starting out for 

a hike!” you hear them groan. Of course, the 

really smart ones do it the other way. They 

study Nature and get to know her so well 
they seem to be able to read her mind. 

The safety of many people who travel by 
ship or plane depends on the official weather- 
man. He is really a meteorologist, able to 
chart and forecast the course of tne weather 
all around the globe. He knows that Na- 
ture is not so erratic as she seems, and that 
the sort of weather that turns up at any one 
time or in any one spot is the result of a 
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the whole group. Her suggestions often 
spark some interest that they decide to carry 
through together, at least for part of their 
reading time. 

One troop set up its own lending library, 
with each girl contributing one or more 
books. The librarian helped them work out 
a system for keeping track of the books, and 
rules for borrowers, which they presented 
to the whole troop for approval. 

From starting such a group bookshelf, it’s 
an easy step to an outdoor reading circle. 
You can have fun reading a play aloud, 
getting ready to produce it together in the 
fall. Older girls can collect a young audience 
and have a real story-telling hour. 

An important service project came out of 
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HAT IS so exciting as making a 

garden grow? And a garden is 
something that you can make fit 

your own particular tastes. It can be big 
or small—it can be vegetables or flowers. It 
can be outdoors, or even in a window box. 
For a back-yard garden a good size is 
about ten by twelve feet. Select a small 
section of the yard—a corner, a place by the 
steps, a strip along the fence, and see what 
you can do with it. Before you do any plant- 
ing, make a plan on paper, drawing it to 
scale—say one-quarter inch to a foot. Study 
seed catalogues and decide what you are 
going to plant. Allow the proper spaces be- 
tween the rows on the plan. Learn when 
each thing should be planted and how; 
when it will flower and what color it will 


process that is going on everywhere. The 
weatherman is a scientist, with a great deal 
more knowledge than the farmer, who often 
can predict local weather. 

You, too, can learn to do local forecasting. 
Many Girl Scout troops have started a 
weather bureau of their own. It’s like a gan 
—you have to learn the rules in order to mak« 
a good score. But it’s plenty of fun when a 
group works at it. 

Your weather bureau should be where 
you have a good view of the sky. You need 
a barometer, a compass or weathervane, a 
pair of sunglasses, a thermometer, and some 
handmade muslin weather flags which you 
can fly to make known your forecasts. 

With your equipment and a little prac- 
tice, vou will soon be able to find the wind’s 


adventure of reading—start a group lending library and combine it 


these activities for a Girl Scout troop last 
summer. The girls put a collection of chil- 
dren’s books in the trunk of a car and went 
to visit a new neighborhood where the 
families were all living in trailers. Ther 
they held a story hour and then loaned the 
youngsters the books they had brought, 
charging them out on cards as in a public 
library. Once a week they returned, ex- 
changed the books, told stories. 

Each of us likes at times to be alone with 
a book under a shady tree, enjoying the 
luxury of a good romance, a trip to foreign 
shores, a mystery, or a history tale. An hour 
or so spent that way is refreshing and makes 
us appreciate our friends more. Solitude 
outdoors is worth trying. 
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be. If vou like, your plan may include trees 
and shrubs as well as flowers and vegetables. 

Once you start planting, be sure to keep 
the site weeded. Spray or dust the plants 
against destructive insects and plant dis- 
eases. You can get help with your garden 
from seed catalogues, garden magazines, 
your county agent or local garden club. 

Now that you are a gardener, you will 
find pleasure in arranging flowers and cook- 
ing vegetables in new ways, too. 

The window box can be useful even it 
you plan to have a garden in the back 
yard, Raise some of your plants and vege- 
tables from seed on a sunny window sill. 
Plant a bean seed and watch it sprout. After 
it has its first two foliage leaves, pull it out 
carefully and see the roots and root hairs. 
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predict sunshine or storms 


direction and estimate its speed. These and 
the changes in air temperature will enable 
you to make a forecast for the day. The 
mercury barometer, which you can make 
yourself, records air density. The rapidity of 
a storm’s approach and its intensity can be 
judged by the fall of the barometer. Of 
course, you will study the clouds too, learn- 
ing which mean fair weather, rain, or snow. 

The “Weather Handbook,” published by 
the Girl Scouts, will help you start a weath- 
er bureau. It explains how to make a weath- 
ervane and a barometer and what you need 
to know about weather. Write to National 
Equipment Service, 155 East 44th Street, 
New York 17, New York, and ask for Cata- 
log No. 19-503, sending 25 cents to cover 
the cost. 





with an outdoor book circle 





so a good harvest may grow 


These are what anchor it and take in nour- 
ishment from the soil. The stem carries the 
nourishment to the leaves, where with the 
help of sun and light it is made into food 
the plant uses or stores. Plant other kinds 
of seeds and compare their appearance after 
they have two x we leaves. 

What to plant in a garden will differ in 
different parts of the country, depending on 
climate, soil, and other conditions. If you 
necd more help than you can get near home, 
write to the county agent at your county 
seat for a list of pamphlets on the kind of 
garden you are starting. 

A group of girls may work together on a 
single back-yard garden. Or each may have 
a garden. Then there are visits back and 
forth and the fun of comparing results. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 











SWeatery that bloom 





GREET. THE SUN INA 


\ GIRL. SCOUT CARDIGAN OR PULLOVER! 


\ Pa i \  * }f 
\ \ \ Popylar Perennial,“A year- raund favorite, this casual | cardigan 
% boosts nature’ s own blué-green coloring» Its s sports-wise ‘styling” 
“s~.1\\ || aetill do. delightful things for your skirt t and’ slack outfits. 
Fine| French spun blended yarn of 75% virgin n zephyr Wool. and 25 
soft, pure silk. Sizes 10 to 20. 8-238 . . . $5.75 / } 
‘ \ ; 

\\ Everblooming” Jacquard Pullover . i / as refreshing as all 
\ outdoors with its) woodsy design! This versatile, long-sleeved 
 \ shirt is cotton khit\in @ beige and green mixture, trimmed 

with dark green ribbing. Design is ‘printed i in green and 

brown. Small medium and large: 308 . \. / $1.50 
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See these sciptillating sweaters at your 
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THE TIRE 

WITH THE 

SIDEWALL 
TREAD 


=* FORM A CARLISLE 


Now is the time to get your bi- 





cycle ready for the good months 
ahead. See your Carlisle Bicycle 
Tire Dealer now - and while there, 
ask for a brand new 1953 “Fun With 
Your Bike” book. It’s FREE! Tells you 
how to do lots of things with your bike 
and how to form a Carlisle Bike Club. 
Beautiful red and white emblems are 


free too! 
If your dealer can’t supply you, write us 
direct. 


CARLISLE TIRE & RUBBER DIVISION 


CARLISLE CORPORATION 


CARLISLE, 


PENNSYLVANIA 











® Tue glamour> & 
of Nature...the 
glories of sport 
» + they’re yours ~~ —— 

in this Indian “taxi.” An Old Town 
Canoe is an Indian craft — made stead- 
ier and stronger. 

Made like a birchbark. Easy to guide. 
Light for the long trips and carries. 
It’s easy to own. Inexpensive to keep 
through years of adventure and sport. 
FREE CATALOG shows all kinds of canoes and 


d boats, dinghies, rowboats. 


OLD TOWN CANOES 


J Old Town Canoe Co., 924 Fourth St., Old Town, Maine | 














| PLEASE SEND ME FREE CATALOG | 
| Name ! 
| Address i 
L city State 2 
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NAIL- 
BITING 


Protect the Loveliness of 
Your Hands With BITE-X 





Before—Nobody loves a nail- 
biter! Breaking this offensive 
habit may make a world of 
difference to you in business 
or socially. 





After—No embarrassment 
now from unsightly nails. 
Young people all over the 
country report amazing suc- 
cess with BITE-X. 





Don’t let ugly, chewed up 
nails embarrass you. . . make 
you self-conscious . . . spoil 
your chance for romance and 
happiness! Now it's so easy 
to break yourself of this vi- 
cious habit. Just apply 
BITE-X to the tips of your 
fingers. 


EASY! SAFE! 
INEXPENSIVE 


Harmless, liquid BITE-X 
instantly forms an adhesive, 
transparent and very bitter 
coating. One taste and you'll 
shrink from biting your nails 
again. How proud you'll be 
of nails that look lovely... 
hands that win kisses. Send 
for a bottle of BITE-X tw- 
day. 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 


The first bottle must break 
the habit or your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. You 
have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose. Send only 
sl—we pay postage. ~ 

BITE-X Corp., Dept. AG-4, 
683 Fifth Ave., N.¥.C. 22. 
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*Ware Falcon! 


(Continued from page 15) 

A burst of sound shattered her despairing 
thoughts. She wrapped her dark cloak care- 
fully about her and peered through the bal- 
ustrade. A cavalcade was sweeping over the 
mountains—a dazzling stream of banners, 
plumes, golden chains, and jeweled harnesses 
spilling down the slopes. The invaders rode 
up to the palace gates, just below her. Then 
a group of trumpeters, silver-clad, darted 
forward like glittering dragonflies. Raising 
their trumpets, they blew a blast. Before the 
walls of Jericho, Chiara thought, and struck 
her fists against the coping. 

Then kettledrums beat a maddening 
rhythm. Sunlight flamed from thousands of 
glittering spears, lances, shields, and _hel- 
mets. Horses’ hoofs, gold-shod, caught the 
light, sending it rippling along the ground 
in chains of fire. At the head of the column, 
on a charger hung with gold, a huge figure 
in golden mail rode alone. All about him red 
and yellow uniforms; red and yellow plumes 
and banners tossed like an angry sea. 

From the gates directly below issued a 
little group. Somber, silent, clad in black, 
they walked to meet the conqueror. The 
magistrates of Urbino were carrying the keys 
of the city, symbol of its subjection to the 
tyrant. Urbino had surrendered. 

Borgia did not take the keys himself. A 
man behind him rode forward to accept the 
great silver bowl in which they lay. Then 
rebecs and trumpets, drums and clarinets 
tore the air with a shriek of victory. The 
magistrates drew back, and Borgia and his 
army rode into the palace. 

For a moment Chiara stood frozen with 
rage and sorrow. Then her mind cleared. 
Now was her chance to help herself and 
Alba. For a short time everyone would be 
gathered in the courtyard or the Great Hall. 
Now was the time to get more medicine, 
food, clothing. Stealing down, she found 
the door to her apartments still securely 
bolted. She snatched bedding, medicines, 
food from shelves and cabinets and piled 
them on the secret stairs. She looked long- 
ingly at the beautiful millefleur tapestry, but 
it was too heavy and too securely fastened 
to the wall for her to move. Back and forth 
she rushed. The shelves were almost empty 
when she heard rising from the Great Stairs 
the hum of voices, the tramp of marching 
feet—the soldiers were entering the palace! 
She fled back to the secret stairs and fas- 
tened the panel. 


When at last she had all her pre- 
cious supplies in the tower room, she was ex- 
hausted. But she crept down again—like a 
trapped mouse, she thought grimly. The 
walls seemed ready to crush her as she fol- 
lowed the palm-tree signs to the peepholes 
of the Great Hall. When she looked down 
into the Hall, rage filled her whole mind 
again. Cesare Borgia, in his golden armor 
decked with blood-red plumes and ribbons, 
was striding about the room shouting, 
“Down with all their trappings!” Men tore 
at the velvet hangings encrusted with the 
Montefeltri arms. “But these Trojan War 
tapestries,” Borgia brandished his sword at 
the wall below her, and Chiara saw his face 
beneath the golden visor. Hawklike, cruel, 
with ice-blue eyes so piercingly bright she 
involuntarily moved back from the spyhole. 
When she looked again, he was seating him- 
self on the ducal throne. 

“Pack those to go first,” he was directing 
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a man in secretary's dress. “There’s nothing 
like those tapestries in all the world. Have 
them packed with care! Now,” he struck the 
arm of the throne, “for your orders. You 
have the list of those to be seized as hos- 
tages.” 

The secretary quickly handed him a 
parchment. 

“Good! First, the Abbess, sister to Monte- 
feltro. I shall give myself the pleasure 
of taking her.” 

Chiara clutched the wall. The Abbess 
would be a prisoner! And Donna Eleonora 

. the others . . . how narrow her own 
escape! Far better to be a mouse in the wall 
than at the mercy of this tyrant. Perhaps, 
like a mouse, she could do some damage 
before she was caught. 

Cesare’s voice rose savagely as he ac- 
cepted another list. He struck at it with his 
mailed fist. “Ah—the rascals who let our 
plans be known. But for them, I would have 
captured Guidobaldo, and the young one, 
Francesco, would be dead, leaving no pre- 
tender to this throne. Well, cross off the first 
name, this Pier Antonio. He’s the rogue I 
disposed of in the courtyard. A bungler, 
running to welcome me! Expecting to be 
rewarded! Well, he was, was he not?” He 
laughed heartily. “With a sword thrust! He 
let them get away, but we'll have them yet. 
They cannot get through the ring we've 
thrown around the mountains.” 

The secretary spoke then. “This Antonio 
shouted something about a prisoner he held 
for you, Sire. Someone important under 
guard. Might it be the young Francesco 
Della Rovere?” 

“Might be the mouthings of a desperate 
fool,” snapped Cesare. The secretary bowed 
but went on firmly. “He cried, too, of treas- 
ure—of hidden gold. Dying men usually 
speak truth.” 

Cesare laughed. “If there is gold here, 
we'll have it! Everything beneath this roof, 
within these walls—even the very rats and 
mice—they are all mine!” 

Chiara waited to hear no more. Pier An- 
tonio was a traitor and a villain. He had 
met the fate he had planned for his bene- 
factors. 

On the verge of certain death he could 
find breath to betray a girl who had done 
him no harm. His was a just punishment, but 
she could feel only horror. Stumbling up 
the stairs, she touched the stone walls ca- 
ressingly. They still pressed close upon her, 
but she rejoiced now in their grim strength. 
Her heart went out in loving gratitude to 
her dear guardian whose forethought had 
helped provide this sanctuary, and at every 
step she breathed a prayer for him—and for 
Philip—and for all Urbino’s good and faith- 
ful friends. 


For days efterward she did not 
leave the tower room. She nursed Alba care- 
fully; made broth from meat pastes she found 
among Donna Eleonora’s jars; and slept. 
Never before had she realized what luxury 
it was to possess sheets, blankets, wool — 
But gradually her -intense weariness disap- 
peared, and energy came back to her. 

She arranged the food supply carefully. 
There was enough dried meat, fish, fruits, 
and vegetables to last a long time, as well as 
many jars of nourishing pastes. Enough, she 
was sure, for she now dared hope their stay 
in the hidden room would be short. By keep- 
ing close watch from the balcony, she had 
discovered that the number of black-masked, 
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YOSEMITE FALLS IN YOSEMITE NATIONAL PARK 


THAT ALL-AMERICAN LOOK 


Sleek and swift . . . yet strong and 
sturdy . . . that’s the way the youth of 
America want their bikes to look. They 
can get it, too, in a bicycle equipped 
with a New Departure Safety Brake, 
for it has no unsightly attachments to 
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SAFETY 7 BRAKE @ 
product of- 


spoil the bike’s clean lines. Located at 
the hub, a New Departure is dust-proof 
and leak-proof and stays in adjustment. 
Get an American-built bike with a New 
Departure Safety Brake ... and you’ve 
made an All-American choice! 
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NEW DEPARTURE... DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS... BRISTOL, CONNECTICUT 














CUTICURA brings 


in just 7 days 


; grant, mildly medicated 
gueua Cuticura Soap and apply 
% SOP mmm Cuticura Ointment 
Moet my nightly. Try Cuticura 
Liquid during the day. 
Get Cuticura. 


as 





.. Sell CREATIVE Greeting Cards 


Show samples to friends in spare time...make 
up to 150% cash profit plus valuable Bonus 
Gifts. Choose from 100 leading values: new 21- 
card $1 Everyday Assortment, Name-in-Gold 
and other Personalized Stationery, Gift Items. 
No experience needed. 4 sample boxes sent on 
approval; Stationery FREE. Write today! 











amazing improvement 


Cleanse daily with fra-| 


If it's MONEY you want | 












Champs too! 
e; | 
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SOFTBALL RULES 


The Hillerich & Bradsby Softball 
Rule Book for 1953 is ready 
at your dealers. Get your copy 
from him or send 10c direct 
to us (coin) to cover mailing. 
Print name and address plainly. 
Hillerich & Bradsby (Co., Inc., 
Louisville, Ky., Dept. AG-37. 


LOUISVILLE. 


SLUGGER BATS 
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To learn “the truth” about your pals — 

(_] Let them tell it with costumes 

[] Study palmisiry 

Who'd guess that timid Theresa secretly 
longs to be a Mata Hari? And Bill (The 
Shoulders) hankers to whip up the world’s 
best souffle? Give a “‘secret ambition” 
party! You'll get a line on your gang— 
with their togs representing the life they’d 
really like! As for you, you’re safe from 
revealing lines (that certain kind) — with 
Kotex. Just trust those special, flat pressed 
ends. And you get double protection — extra 
absorbency plus that safety center. 





Can you offset bowlegged gams with 
[_] Grace (] Exercise [_] Blue jeans 


If Nature threw a curve when she built 
dem bones, exercise won’t straighten ’em. 
To offset that bowed look, acquire graceful 
posture; avoid shorts, snug-fitting jeans. 
Wear skirts with a graceful flare—at the 
right length for you. For every gal (come 
calendar days) there’s a “‘just right’’ ab- 
sorbency of Kotex. Regular, Junior, Super. 


























While dancing, which policy's best? 
(J Cool chatter ["] Wait for the tone signal 


Should you be a conversational ball of fire? 
Chances are, he’ll prefer good footwork to 
clicking the pearly gums. Try a few remarks 
re the music; if he’s for yacketty, let him set 
the tone. And if it’s “that” time —keep pranc- 
ing in comfort. Kotex is made to stay soft while 
you wear it: this napkin holds its shape! 





More women choose KOTEX’ 
than all other sanitary napkins 


ee es ee ee Be eG U.S. PAT. OFF. 


Know someone who needs to know ? 


Remember how puzzled you were when “‘that” day arrived for 
the first time? Maybe you know some youngster now who’s in 
the same boat. Help her out! Send today for the new free booklet 
**You’re A Young Lady Now.” Written for girls aged 9 to 12, it 
tells her all she needs to know, beforehand. Button-bright! Write 
P.O. Box 3434, Dept. 443,919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, Ill. 








fur-draped huntsmen dashing out to hunt 
was decreasing. Since they were Borgia’s 
lieutenants, that meant his troops were mov- 
ing. And the pack trains winding down the 
hillsides lengthened each day. Soon every- 
thing of value would be gone from the pal- 
ace. Then guards would no longer be kept 
in the empty rooms. Before long she and 
Alba might be free! 

Her , arte for freedom had become a 
burning thirst. To reach her friends—to see 
Philip again and set things right with him— 
that was all she asked now. She had dreamed, 
not long ago, of somehow thwarting Borgia. 
Now she only hoped to see him go away 
and felt delight that it might be soon. That 
hope grew stronger except when she cared 
for Alba. 

Chiara was firmly determined that never 
should anyone learn the secret of the hidden 
room through her. They could not leave it, 
therefore, until Alba could walk down the 
stairs. And Chiara feared that Alba seemed 
no better. 

But here she was mistaken, for one morn- 
ing as Chiara was bathing her, Alba’s eyes 
opened and she smiled. “My child,” she 
whispered, “how am I come here?” 

Chiara told of their escape and Alba nod- 
ded. “It all comes back! When the Duke’s 
men burst into the inn, Galeazzo stabbed 
me. He screamed that I had betrayed him, 
but that you would be killed also. I tried to 
reach you, to warn you.” Her hands went to 
her face. “The people in the streets—they 
stoned me as a traitor! I was dying there 
before the altar. You saved my life.” 

She knew nothing of the terrible conspir- 
acy, she said brokenly. She only knew greed 
had made Galeazzo an evil man. Fearing 
him, she had hoped that Chiara might take 
her back as a palace maid. 

“But I'll be all right now,” she finished 
drowsily. From that time she mended rapid- 
ly. She developed a’ fine appetite and their 
food store dwindled alarmingly. Chiara was 
apprehensive, for there was no sign of 
Borgia’s leaving, and she could not let Alba 
go hungry. If only she could pass the sen- 
tries, she might obtain food in the town. 


Then Alba showed her the way. It 
was a hot day, and as Chiara drew the cur- 
tain against the noonday sun, Alba said 
drowsily, “Siesta time, my lady,” and turn- 
ing, promptly fell asleep. 

“Siesta time!” How could she have pos- 
sibly forgotten the midday rest time when 
all the world slept? Why, the sentries would 
probably be sleeping, too! — she 
wrapped her black scarf tight about her hair, 
found the little purse that Donna Eleonora 
had put into her pocket, and, with fear in 
her heart, started off. 

There was no one in sight at any of the 
peepholes until she reached her own rooms. 
There, two women were standing at the 
doorway, holding mops and pails. Two 
hearty creatures with masses of dark hair 
above flushed faces. 

“There! It’s done—and clean enough for 
the lady herself,” said one. “Must have been 
lovely when she was living in it, with all her 
gay things around her!” 

“May God watch over her, wherever she 
my be, poor child,” answered the other. 
“I’m glad this job is done. There’s so much 
left to do!” she yawned. 

“Still, there’s a powerful lot of women 
here to share the work. I never knew there 
were so many folk I couldn’t put a name to 
in the duchy,” said her companion. 
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“True,” nodded the other, “and most of 
them haven’t a word to throw to a dog. 
Seared, _, probably. I'm glad I have you to 

talk to.” She yawned again. “And glad it’s 

siesta time. Come on!” They put their clean- 
ing things in a cabinet near the door and 
clisappeared 

Chiara moved fast. They had given her 
un idea. No matter whether sentries slept 
or waked, she could get by them now. Dis- 
vuised as a worker she could go anywhere. 
\ timid cleaner who had strayed into the 
wrong room would be her story. She was 
properly dressed for the part. She would 
start now! 

She opened the panel, went to the cabinet 
and took a pail, then stepped into the outer 
corridor. Passing some of the rooms she saw 
cuards lying on benches or on the floor, 
snoring. 

She went along boldly, the only one stirring 
in the palace. Suddenly her heart lurched. 
A woman, pale, hollow-eyed, drab garments 
fluttering around her thin figure, was coming 
straight toward her. Chiara stopped, pre- 
pare .d to make her little speech, though her 
throat was dry and her hands grew cold. 
The woman, too, stopped and stared at her. 
Then Chiara realized it was herself—her own 
image reflected in the mirrored wall. Weak 
with relief, she sank on a nearby marble 
bench, and shook with silent laughter. Why 
worry now? Who could possibly recognize 
her when she did not know herself? 

Full of confidence now, she sprang to her 
feet. The pail, which she had placed on the 
floor beside her, turned over with a crash 
and rolled along the marble floor. She ran 
after it and grasped it, just as a figure rushed 
from a nearby room. Square in her path he 
stood—a soldier, brilliant in red and gold, 
one of Borgia’s sentries. She remained still, 
looking up at him, a tall young fellow, evi- 
dently a country youth. She hoped, not too 
bright. 

“What are you doing here?” he growled. 
Chiara dropped her eyes and bobbed a 
curtsy. 

“Speak up, will you? Don’t you know 
you're not allowed in this corridor? Come, 
find your tongue, girl! Let me see your pass 
and your ration card!” 

“Pi ass? Ration card?” Chiara gasped weak- 
ly. “I—I haven't any.” 

“What?” His voice rose in astonishment. 

“Don’t you know you can’t go anywhere— 
either in or out of the palace—without show- 
ing your cards? Come along! Ill have to 
take you to my captain!” 

(To be continued) 
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HELP 


CRIPPLED CHILDREN 











The National Society for 
Crippled Children & Adults, Inc. 
11 S. LaSalle, St., Chicago 3, Ill. 
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What Every Girl Should Know 
About PIMPLES 





Psychologists warn that pimples undermine 
self-confidence... 
damage to your personality. 

Skin Specialists warn neglect of pimples can 
result in permanent scars. CLEARASIL, the 
sensational, scientific medication especially 
for pimples may save you from these double 
dangers. C 


may even cause permanent 





NEW! Scientific Medication Specially Made To 


DRY UP PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED . .. . Hides pimples while it works 


DOCTORS’ CLINICAL TESTS PROVE CLEARASIL, 
a new scientific advance, brings entirely new 
hope to pimple sufferers. In skin specialists’ 
tests on 202 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases 
were cleared up or definitely improved. 


AMAZING STARVING ACTION. CLEARASIL is 
greaseless and fast-drying in contact with 
pimples. It actually starves pimples because 
it helps remove the oils* that pimples “feed” 

on. And CLEARASIL is antiseptic, too... stops 
the growth of bacteria that can cause and 
spread pimples. 

INSTANT RELIEF from embarrassment because 
CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide pimples 
amazingly while it helps dry them up. Grease- 

less . . . stainless . . . pleasant to leave on day 
and night for uninterrupted medication. 






THOUSANDS HAIL CLEARASIL. CLEARASIL ts 

already the largest-sellingt specific pimple 

medication in America because thousands of 

boys, girls and adults everywhere have found 

that CLEARASIL is one medication that really 

works for them. 

GUARANTEED to work for you as it did in 

doctors’ tests, or your money back. 

Only 59¢. Economy size 98¢ —at all druggists. 
GREASELESS... STAINLESS 


i Clearasil ’ aK => 


NOW ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA (slightly more) 
*Over-activity of certain oil glands is vesnaniacd bw eutherisics as 
sure 











GET - ACQUAINTED OFFERS 





THIS LOVELY 
14K. GOLD PLATED 





FRIENDSHIP —_ 


toate 
Only 350¢ The A 
NOTHING MORE TO A... 


Engraved FREE with your name 
and his and year, if desired 


SORRY NO C.0.D.'s 


HEART 
PENDANT 


50¢ 


14K. Gold Finish 

with 18 in. chain. 
ANY NAME 
ENGRAVED 
















FRIENDSHIP » 
“ony 50c 


BRACELET 
TASH ENGRAVING CO. 
487 Broadway, Dept. R-93, New York 13, N.Y. 

















(3 New Style Craze Puts 
4 HUNDREDS OF 
Y>, EXTRA DOLLARS 


S ~=siIn Your Pocket! 


FLEX ICLOGS sweep nation! $1,250 in one 
month! $900 in 8 months! These oepase time re- 
cords of some of our dealers 
big eqopertentiy with PLexicLogs! New 
hinged wooden sandals tha’ — your 
foet are breaking sales ~~h i. w 
Colorful models for men, women, children 
accessory | ‘line will triple your 


SEND FOR FREE OUTFIT! 
FLEXICLOGS CO., BOX 26-D, 
Holstein, Wisconsin 


New 
Please rush FREE Sample Outfit without obligation. 





Address 
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~ oe Jewelry 
gn Book 


FRE 


Make beautiful exotic —_ jewelry at a 
fraction of jewelry store prices. Sa 

yourself with thrilling necklaces, brace- 
ets, brooches, earrings. Sell your handi- 
work for extra money. Lovely gifts. For Free 
Design Book and price list of low cost shells 
and materials send name and address to 


DURYEA SHELL STUDIO, Dept. 63, Bay Pines, Fia. 


EF 











TOWELS 
12 sererta isons se, 


MURRAY HILL HOUSE, ye AG-4 
©srmnn 157 Eost 3150. $i. tow ew 















If you're having “boy trouble” 
rush to your bookstore and buy 


Boy Trouble 


The new story about Tobey Heydon and 
what she learned about men the summer 
after her graduation from high school. 
By ROSAMOND DU JARDIN 
Author of Double Date 
At all bookstores $2.50 or from 
J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 
Philadelphia 5, Pa. 








LIPETTES 
A matchhook of lipsti ks 


Dandiest gadget a girl ever put in her purse. 
Each match is tipped with enough fine- 
quality lanolin lipstick for several paint 
jobs. A yummy, flattering shade—and there’s 
even a convenient mirror inside. Just the 
thing for your “borrowing” friends—ends 
unsanitary lipstick lending. You get a 
matchbook of Lipettes free... 


- when you send for this 
FREE 
good-time-for-all booklet 


“How to Throw a Waxing Bee” 


Want to throw a wing- 

ding, hoe-down party—yet 

have your home brighter 

and cleaner-looking after 

than it was before? This 

circular has all the answers 

—invitation ideas ...the props to have 
on hand...suggestions for decorations, 
games and prizes...and most impor- 
tant, ideas for refreshments. Waxing 
bees are all the rage—famous actress 
Ilka Chase threw one of the first. It’s 
smooth, big-time party fun—the mixer 
type that boys like — yet inexpensive 
and easy to plan. 


IF YOU ARE AGIRL SCouT working 
on your Hostess Badge, this 
booklet will give you lots of 
help. 


WRITE TO 
CONSUMER EDUCATION DEPT. AG4 


JOHNSON’S WAX 


RACINE, WISCONSIN 


Ask for free Lipettes and booklet, 
"How toThrow a Waxing Bee.” Be 
sure to give your name and address. 








Round-up on Retailing 
(Continued from page 13) 


high school board of forty-six girls from 
twenty-three high schools, who model in teen | 
fashion shows every two weeks, arrange | 
lectures for her in their schools, and work | 
in the Youth Center on Saturdays under her 
supervision. Her talks include fashion, en- 
tertaining, gift wrapping, and good groom- 
ing. Her work gives her an inside view of 
merchandising. It can lead to broader oppor- 
tunities, such as fashion co-ordinator, or con- 
ducting fashion shows for manufacturers. 


And party tips are only one feature of fun-filled 
TEEN-TOPICS. You'll find the latest on popularity, 





Bebe Cole, twenty-two, was, until recent- 
ly, assistant manager of the book department ; 
of Thalhimer’s in Richmond, Virginia. Three ; : - TEEN.ToPIcs. A whole year’s subscription (twelve 
qualifications got her there: real knowledge 
and love of books; enthusiasm for meeting 
and serving the public; ability to manage a Sa ae ee a Re ee 
salespeople. She had responsibility for sched- ee . Judy's TEEN-TOPICS, Dept. R-27, Dennison, 

uling employees’ work time, for seeing that P Framingham, Massachusetts 

all merchandise is represented on the selling | ' 
floor, for reading enough to be acquainted 
with her stock. After graduation from high 
school, Bebe had a course on the art of book- | 
selling, and classes in retailing offered by 
Thalhimer’s department store. “My greatest 
personal satisfaction is in bringing happiness 
through books to small children,” she says. 
“But there are others—the wide knowledge 
that comes to you both from the books and 


from the customers! The wonderful friends Cookies! Pies! 
you make. The feeling that you have found | Candies! Desserts! 


the books somebody needs.” As we go to | < es 
press we learn that Bebe has taken a step | made in minutes 
up in her career by becoming book buyer | —— 


beauty tips, smooth manners, wonderful things to 


make and do, in the monthly issues of Judy’s 


issues) only 25¢! Send that quarter today! 





“Lam enclosing 25¢ for a year's subscription. (12 issues). 









for the Methodist Publishing House in 
Richmond. She has still another ambition— 
some day she hopes to manage a bookstore. 

THE END 
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July Recipe Exchange 
Announcement 

Subject: Family Meals Out of Doors 
Date Due: April 20, 1953 

Each month we will announce in the magazine 
the kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. 
The recipe you send in MUST be one that you 
have used successfully. For every recipe printed 


my : C3 a 
THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. . - 

We should also like to receive letters telling Ekeia’s New Revised 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 7] y / 
cially helpful or valuable. Recipe Book ad a 

FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY! 


1. Recipes and letters must be typewritten or 
neatly printed in ink. 

2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. ’ 
Recipes should be written on one side of the Sweetened Condensed Milk 
paper only. 
3. In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe ———-—-SEND 10¢ TODAY————- 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the 
source of your recipe. 

4. List ingredients in the order of use in the 


70 DESSERTS AND TREATS! made with 


The Borden Company 
Dept. AG-43, Box 171 

















recipe, and give level measurements. If any special New York 46, N.Y. 

techniques are involved, describe them fully. ; Z 

5. All recipes submitted become the property of Sneed - Fe smal ao poe be : ail 

The AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 8 g a“ \ ZA 
acknowledged or returned. if your recipe is pub- Name f  <e 

lished in the magazine, you will receive a check CTT ~~ 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. Address. B t if ' y » n n H 8 TS ’ HG. 
6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, Amer- T NEW YORK 

ican Girl Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New City State 

York 17, New York. @The Borden Company 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 
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Instantly, completely, Spotstik conceals all 
skin blemishes—eruptions; bruises; white, red, 
brown, blue spots. Easy—just pat on, blend. 
Safe, soothing. Variety of shades. Get Spotstik 
today—keep handy in purse, dressing table! 
Only $1.25. No fed. tax. 
For best results, set with Ly- 
dia O'Leary Finishing Powder. 
For large, permanent blem- 
ishes—get COVER-MARK 
cream. Called ‘Modern 
Miracle" by Reader's Digest. 
Medically recommended to 
completely cover serious 
blemishes—burns, Vitiligo 
(brown and white patches) 

. even birthmarks! 

$2.00, $4.50. No fed. tax. 
AT LEADING DEPARTMENT 
AND DRUG STORES. 
Write for Free Brochure. 
Come to N.Y. Salon for in- 
dividual help. Tel. PL 3-2823 

LYDIA O'LEARY, Inc. 


Dept. 3AG 
41 E. 57th St., N.Y. 22, N.Y. 


FREE BOOK 
will help you 
PLAY BETTER TENNIS 


















@ Want to learn to play 
good tennis? Would 
you like to improve 
your game? Send for 
this FREE book by 
Vinnie Richards, holder 
of 30 Championships. 
This booklet is based 
on Richards’ own tour- 
nament experience— 
illustrated with 36 fast 
action shots and photos 
of every grip. Surprise 
your opponents with 
the improvement in 
your game. Mail this 
coupon now. 


PROVE 


q1* 
now To 5 GAME 


yous TENN 












coe 
¢ “ maps 
me 
onus 


CLIP COUPON — MAIL TODAY 
DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER CORP., Dept.37, 500 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Please rush me that FREE Dunlop tennis book, “How 
vo Improve Your Tennis GAME” by Vinnie Richards. 


Name 





Address. 





one. State. 


Ku D 


Championship TENNIS BALLS 
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By You (Continued from page 23) 


very fast speed, much too dangerous for such 
a little town. I can’t say exactly what hap- 
pened between the time that I saw the truck 
coming around the corner and the time I 
saw Meg lying there in the middle of the 
street. As near as Eddie and I can figure it, 
Meg saw the truck coming around the corner 
and Lucky in the middle of the street. She 
loved Lucky more than anyone or anything 
else. Her whole world, so to speak, revolved 
around that dog. I guess I sort of knew how 
she felt. Seeing her beloved dog about to be 
run over, she ran out into the street to save 
him. The driver of the truck was going so 
fast that he didn’t see either Meg or the dog. 

Meg was taken to the hospital, but they 
couldn’t save her. The dog had died instantly. 

The trunk? Oh, well, you see, the trunk is 
what Meg gave me for my birthday. In it is 
the most treasured thing I own—a piece of 
leather from Lucky’s collar. 

CORRINA SCHNITZER (age 13) 
Palo Alto, California 


Silence 
Nonfiction Award 


I will always hate silence! I hate it be- 
cause it brings memories of sadness. Illness 
is at home in this kind of silence—the kind 
of silence that is intensified by the ticking 
of a clock or the drip of rain. I hate silence 
because it is a weapon I cannot fight against. 
When an enemy (or angered friend) says 
nothing, there is no way to refute his argu- 
ment. What can one say against the stillness 
of death? Is there something one can say 
when none can hear? What could be worse 
than to expect someone to call and the phone 
not ring? Do you like the silence of parting, 
when each is too hurt to say anything? You 
may like silence, if you wish. You may say 
it is soothing and peaceful—but I shall al- 
ways hate it! 

EMILY BROWN (age 16) Cantrall, Illinois 


Why? 
Poetry Award 


Valiant woman, 
As you stand there 
By the seashore 

What are you thinking? 
Why are you afraid? 
With your eyes 
Like moondrops. 

Why do you weep? 

Who has wronged you? 
W hat lover has departed? 
The hues of the sunset play 
Havoc with your beauty. 
Please 
Do not weep. 

Valiant woman. 

JUDITH WEINSTEIN (age 13) 

New Rochelle, New York 


Freddie’s Arrival 
Nonfiction Award 


Yes, it finally came. The birth of my 
brother, Frederick David Singer, was the 
thing that caused so much excitement in my 
house on November 3, 1952. I was in school 
at the time when he was born, but when I 
came home at twelve o’clock, I heard the 
good news. Finally, after eight long days, 
my mother and new brother came home. 
He was so tiny that I thought he would 
never grow up. He had blond hair and blue 
eyes at the time, and still does. He likes 


his bottle the best, which I feed him; next 
his rice pablum; and last he likes his banana. 
He is beginning to smile now and looks so 
adorable when he does. Freddie’s arrival was 
the best thing that ever happened to me. 
MARIAN SINGER (age 11) 
Springfield Gardens, New York 


Rain and Peanuts 
Nonfiction Award 


The sun beat down relentlessly. As we 
worked there in the field, we pitied the poor 
wilted plants, trying to stand forth against 
the sand while the scorching wind whirled 
against them. We searched the clear blue sky 
for a tiny cloud that would shade the plants 
from the burning rays of the sun, and even- 
tually bring life-giving rain to the precious 
plants with which we had so labored. 

The peanut harvest was early because, as 
one of the neighbors vehemently declared, 
“Them things ain’t a gonna make anything 
no way.” Threshing time: the rickety old 
thresher, center of attention amid the noisy 
tractors; men tired and sweating; and what 
is best to me—the spirit of co-operation 
among the men as they desperately work to 
help get the “other fellow’s” crop in before 
the dreaded rains come. 

Yes, I said “dreaded rains,”’ because before 
these days of threshing there is a period when 
the peanuts are lying there on the ground 
with no protection from raindrops—drops 
that will darken and eventually decay the 
delicate little leaves. 

Slowly the days pass. Rain hasn’t come 
yet, but the clouds that we searched for so 
vainly are now stealing up out of the west 
and creeping over the sun. 

The last night of waiting! After tomorrow 
everything will be safe, but in the night I 
am awakened by a loud crash of thunder. 
As lightning brightens the room, I dash to 
the window—the clouds are now gathered 
like a pack of hungry wolves, ready to 
pounce on their prey. “That still doesn’t 
mean it will rain,” I desperately hope—but 
then a huge drop of rain strikes the roof. 
Another and another. “Maybe it will soon 
stop; a few drops won’t hurt,” I tell myself. 
But as the downpour increases, I know it 
is going to be a gully-washer. I turn over, 
bury my head in the pillow, and sigh, ‘Oh, 
well, there is always another year, and maybe 
next year it... .” 

MARGARET MOORMAN (age 17) Durant, Oklahoma 





PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD 
SUE MANSCHOT (age 15) 


Shorewood, Wisconsin 


APRIL, 1953 
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Movie Mystery 
Nonfiction Award 


My wife and I were walking along a lonely 
road one night, when we came to a sign that 
read, “Walk East on Beacon.” We decided 
that we had better turn around and take a 
different road as we heard “Distant Drums,” 
for we knew that if we went any further, we 
would have an “Appointment with Danger.” 

As we neared an old haunted house, by 
the “Bend of the River,” we heard “Paula,” 
“My Wife’s Best Friend,” scream. Then some- 
one shouted, “Here Come the Nelsons!” And 
we heard “Belles on Their Toes” as they ran 
away. As we entered the house, we saw a 
“Broken Arrow” and “Double Crossbones” 
on the floor. In the next room we saw “Fa- 
ther’s Little Dividend,” a very “Pretty Baby,” 
sound asleep. How she got there I have no 
idea, but she must have something to do 
with this mystery. 

All at once we heard “Captain Horatio 
Hornblower” blow his horn, and the “Merry 
Widow” came in laughing. She told us that 
the “Son of Pale Face’? would soon be there. 
I knew then that positively “Anything Can 
Happen” in “The Wild North.” 

Soon I didn’t think there was even ‘‘Room 
for One More” in this mystery, so I was 
very surprised when “The Model and the 
Marriage Broker” stepped into the room. 

I asked what had happened to “Paula” 
and all I got was “Three Little Words”: I 
don’t know. 

The “Father of the Bride” said we could 
get a “Passage West’ to “Smuggler’s Island,” 
if we would walk a few miles and ‘Follow 
the Sun.” I said that I would rather stay 
here and at least try to solve this mystery. 

They then told “The Great Caruso” to tie 
us up and take us “Along the Great Divide.” 
By this time I was getting mad and was 
just getting ready to call my pet lion, ‘Fear- 
less Fagan,” when they shoved a gag in my 
mouth. By the time we got to the great 


divide, I felt like a “Saddle Tramp.” Then 
“The Fat Man” appeared. He was able to 
free my wife, but then something happened. 
I had been taken to an old, deserted farm- 
house. Just as my wife was set free, “The 
Redhead and the Cowboy” shot the “Lights 
Out,” and killed “The Great Caruso.” 

The next thing I knew, “Three Guys 
named Mike” appeared with a new member 
of the gang. She was “The Girl in White,” 
and very “Lovely to Look At.” 

Later, after everyone had left, except the 
person who was the guard, “The Mudlark” 
came out of his hiding place and led me 
through the “Halls of Montezuma,” and I 
managed to escape down “The Spiral Stair- 
case.” I stopped at a farmhouse and tele- 
phoned my wife and told her that I was safe, 
and that it was “Bedtime for Bonzo.” 

On my way home I took a little path that 
led to “Steel City;” where my home was. I 
came to a small orchard, and as “It Grows 
on Trees,” I had to climb up and get an 
apple. When I got about twenty miles away 
from home, I ran into “The Snows of Kili- 
manjaro.” I was hit by lightning, and knocked 
down. When I started to get up, it hit me 
again, and I decided that “Lightning Strikes 
Twice” in one spot despite the adage. 

I finally arrived home, and my wife had 
“Tea for Two” ready as I came in. 

That night I slept “With a Song in My 
Heart.” I found out the next morning what 
the solution to the mystery was. It was “The 
Prince Who Was a Thief” and “Mr. Music” 
was the man who did the murdering. 

JOYCE LITTERAL (age 14) Yakima, Washington 





HONORABLE MENTION 
ART: Dorothea Perkins (age 15) Denver, Colo.; 
Sandra Kimball (age 15) Wilmington, Vt. 
POETRY: Pearl Friedman (age 13) Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Harriet Sherf (age 17) Los Angeles, Calif. 
NONFICTION: Charlotte Porcker (age 13) El Paso, 
Tex.; Joyce Schur (age 13) Brooklyn, N. Y. 





Rules for BY YOU Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. Only 
original material, never before published 
anywhere, should be submitted. Any subject 
that will appeal to teen-agers may be used. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawing or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the 
sender’s. Contributions must not be copied in 
any way from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical 
or human-interest sketch, episode from real 
life. Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on 
stiff drawing paper or poster board; may be 
done in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, 
charcoal, tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 
5” x 7”. Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Black-and-white only. 
No smaller than 244” by 244”. Wrap care- 
fully, as damaged photographs will not be 
considered. 


RULES 
1. Entry for the August, 1953, issue must 
be mailed on or before May 1, 1953. Entries 


will be considered only for the one issue of 
the magazine for which they are submitted. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 


The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 


3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 
5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMeEr- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the rights to cut and edit manuscripts 
when necessary. 


AWARDS 


First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these. 
Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 
The American Girl Magazine 
155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 











SEALED BEAM 
Bicycle Headlight 


less rattery > 


Brilliance, design, and construction you'd ex- 
pect only from an gy car light! Power 
is supplied by a husky, long-life 6-vole bat- 
tery. Mounts easily. Looks great! See your dealer. 


DELTA P-T Bicycle Headlight 


A real buy. Price less 2 
st’d 1” batteries, only. S$] as 
P-T Horn, less batteries, $2.25 


RED GUARD Bicycle Tail Light 
Amazing visibility. Low cost.Uses 


1 standard 1” battery. 
Less battery, only. . -95¢ 


DEE wisi. 


DELTA ELECTRIC COMPANY, MARION, INDIANA 
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ALSO WALL AND PUP TENTS—COVERS—FLIES 
SEND FOR SPECIAL FOLDER 


POWERS & CO. 5915 Woodland Ave. 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Sayman one lad for 
S ‘ PIMPLES 
~ 0 a p SLACKNEADS 


TEENAGE BAD SKIN 
A special-purpose soap to overcome oily skin, the basis 
of many teen-age complexion troubles. Pure vegetable 
soap with no animal fat... no pore clogging ingredients. 
Thorough cleansing oction “wakes vp” sluggish com- 
plexions . . . helps to eliminat: ich and 
coused pimples. Gives your complexion a new freshness. 
LATHERS IN HARDEST WATER—toke it on your hikes. 
At Drug, Grocery and Department Stores or send 50¢ for 
3cakesto SAYMAN CO.—Dept.AG-4—ST. LOUIS 3,MO. 
Decorate brass craft, copper 
craft, burnt wood etchings, 
glorified glass, pre-sketched 
paintings, glass etchings, 
ete., for gifts or profit. 
Write Dept. A4-53 
THAYER & CHANDLER 
310 Van Buren, Chicago 7 


STAMPS 
300 on ouae Tae 
THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 2Sef ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 
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MYSTIC STAMP CO Camden 70, New York 








GIVEN / STAMP ZOO 






Rhinoceros, Snake, Giant, Pygmy, Emu, Kanga- 
roos, Koalabear, Kookaburra and other wild 
animals. Given with exciting approvals. 
Niagara Stamp Co., Niagara-on-the-Lake 321, Canada 


VALUABLE AIRMAIL BOOK 
plus gorgeous World-Wide Airmail collection 10¢. 
Includes $10,000 Stamp, Zeppelin, Scarce Triangle, 
many others with beautifully illustrated Book, only 10¢ 

with choice approvals and bargain lists. 
JAMESTOWN STAMP CO., JAMESTOWN 718, N. Y. 








DIFFERENT TANS 
/ TRIANGLE 


RATION STAMPS 
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4VALON STAMP CL 





333 DIFFERENT STAMPS 10c 
ALL DIFFERENT! ALL OFF PAPER! 
Collector’s gold mine catalogues over $9. Pictorials, 
Commems, Inflations, High Values, all for 10c to 
applicants fo por low-priced = a) provals. 

“send 


PIVEN! Powerful Magnifying Glass 
for 5c Post. Bargain 
lists and approvals 


we Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 


Given! Seott’s International Stamp Album 
plus valuable, colorful collection, hinges, 
mystery sets, $5.00 Presidential. Full 

5 a, to approval applicants. 3c Post- 
Maem. age 


RAYMAX, 68-G | eel St., New York 38, N. Y. 


STAMP COLLECTION GIVEN 


More than 100 ge. ———, in- 
ge 9 Aiton. 
dhrilied! All given to a 
Se ¢ postage. TATHAM S$ 
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Ss! 
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vowel Moervt ce applicants fending 
MP CO., SPRINGFIELD—4, MASS. 








GIVEN! |.“THE STAMP FINDER" 
Tells at a glance the country to 
which any stamp belon 32-paces iliustrated. Inctudes 


valuable Ystamp Collector® "s gol **Stamp Treas- 
ures and Worid’s Ten Rarest Stam Also Approvals. 
GARCELON STAMP CO., Box Pi 107, Calais, Me. 


203 All wee’ KR, 
WOW: cam Sts 

Zeppelins, BAY C 

-~ay High Values, 

te., to new customers. 

Jamestown Stamp Co. Dept. 522, Jamestown, N.Y. 
GIGANTIC COLLECTION == GIVEN! 
Includes Triangles, Early 
— Animals rCommemoratives = = “Britian 
Golonies—High | V Mo 
Compile is Big 


co. Dept. aa. end 5e. o> 

















trated Magazine 4 Ag 
GRAY STAMP 


What Are “Approvals”? 





“Approvals,” or “‘approval sheets,” mean sheets 
with stamps attached which are made up and sent 
out by dealers. The only obligation on the part of 
the recipient of “Approvals” is that the stamps 
must be returned promptly and in good condition, 
or paid for. 


The price of each stamp is on the sheet and the 
collector should detach those which he wishes to 
buy, then return the sheet with the remaining 
stamps in as good order as when received, en- 
closing the price of the stamps he has detached 
and, most important, his name, street, address, 
City, postal zone number, State, and the invoice 
number. 


50 








WHERE TO BUY THE AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


ON THE COVER AND PAGES 17-20 


Cover Dress 


Buffalo, N. Y. .. .+.--d. N. Adam & Co. 


eeeeeee 


CM Te. scccaccsaces Wieboldt Stores Inc. 
I MIND Sc civckcscccsecsumcun Shillito’s 
Clevetend, Glide... scccccccccvsces Higbee Co. 
Columbus, Ohio............ F. & R. Lazarus Co. 
Darton, Olle. ....cccccscses Rike-Kumler Co. 
INS ves ccaviersenaeenen J. L. Hudson 
Kansas City, Mo. ........++ Emery Bird Thayer 
DOK ccnckcpcesconstcenencne Burdine‘s 
I, Re. ncicsoes ceccacens Boston Store 
Nashville, Tenn. ..Loveman Berger Teitlebaum 
Philadelphia, Penna. ....... John Wanamaker 
PN HIM pa nacdansacionndenseee Korrick’s 
PE IN cin wetsiewkencdeed Olds & King 
Rochester, N. Y. ........ E. W. Edwards & Son 
Salt tahoe Clty, Wiehe oo éccccscccs Averbach Co. 


South Bend, Ind. .............Robertson Bros. 
Washington, D. C. .. Woodward & Lothrop, Inc. 
WU GS sk ssasanacccceeac P. Wiest’s Sons 


Prize Purchase, Page 17 





Albuquerque, N. M. .......-.- Kistler Collister 
Ann Arbor, Mich. ........ Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
Ree Coy, Th. Be. oscccnsicseesacs M. E. Blatt 
Beet, PAE. ccsicciececcacd Hochschild Kohn 
Battle Creek, Mich. ...... Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
Birmingham, Mich. ....... Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
UONOR,: TRON. occ kcccicvccicesces Conrad & Co. 
Brookline, Mass. .........+-. Edith Humphries 
a, errr Abraham & Straus 
Buffalo, N. Y. ...... Cbneecaeesees Flint & Kent 
Burlington, lowa ........+.-00++ J. S. Schramm 
Cote Hts, GD code cciccicinces Killian Co. 
Clncinnatl, Gale .ccccssveceses H. & S. Pogue 
I, TID soo ste cwccsscescd Halle Bros. 
Se ee Daniels & Fisher 
BN, GUNG ciediccansenaeesicn nn J. L. Hudson 
E. Lansing, Mich. ........ Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
PE TL Wee naa panaceeeeewaneweee B. Gertz 
ne ar H. Gordon & Sons 
Gloversville, N. Y. ........+-+- The Junior Shop 
Cpanel Dastle, Ma. ocsiviccccevccesceud Fleck’s 
Grosse Point, Mich. ...... Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
OS rascccdiswseesenatwcwad G. Fox 
Heed, Hh. Cy cccccccvsscccecs Spainhour Co. 
Hutchinson, Kans. ........- Pegues Wright Co. 
Sudkeon, Mich. ....00000 Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
BE Uy Wa. Ks cc ccwasaevednncasd B. Gertz 
NE hg ork sendideseenambea ene The Leader 
ES, GOR, 6k ccsacccancsse yan Burton's 
a Judy Sub Deb Shop 
PI, CHM. os cwcccvecssconces Wrubels 
PU, OD xecccisedsnsvcaseewad Kresge’s 
Newburyport, Mass. ........-.++- Pat & Pam 
New Haven, Conn. ...... Gamble-D d Co. 
Mawpert, Bb. ow cccssiccccccecsccvce Calvani 
aw Ter, MoT. cc ssencascccs Bloomingdale's 
Pittsburgh, Penna. .........+.-- Joseph Horne’s 
Portsmouth, Va. ......-++-+ Sears, Betty & Bob 
eS eee Miller & Rhoades 
Rochester, N. Y. ...... Sibley-Lindsay-Curr Co. 
Be NR Ms inns cs eekecceneaesapaee Kline’s 
IN . 6 c:0e- cine eee ea renegel Field-Schlick 
a ee Marston Co. 
Dats Dl, CAE. cdvicecvecand Robertson Bros. 
Serre ere Myers Bros. 
ee eer eer errr ee B. H. Frumkin 


Uniontown, Penna. ........N. Kaufman’s, Inc. 
Washington, D. C. ...... Woodward & Lothrop 
Wilkes-Barre, Penna. ........The Teen Shoppe 


Summer Reflections, Pages 18-21 


Paramount Dress 


Mhsane, CORRE. 6. ccccceccccccsesevess Brett's 
Ces © Ge ch ccacccosaceovan Diamond Co. 
CE GE. ck. oivnesccsincssen J. A. Kirven Co. 
ee The Fair 
eR, TO nc ceedeviccecnsed Sakowitz Bros. 
Kansas City, Mo. .......... Farrar’s Girls Shop 
er rer iiiesnawes Kresge’s 
Paina, Oh. S. ccc ccccvcerscceens Meyer Bros. 
San Francisco, Calif. ............ White House 
Sioux City, lowa ........+e000- T. S. Martin Co. 
Washington, D. C. ..... Woodward & Lothrop 
DE ls ds. esc wkwcsecencane Clara Louise 
WE, GOD, bv cenvtcssewccns Geo. Innes Co. 
Bobby Teen Dress 
Baltimore, Md. ....... seseeeessss The May Co, 
Baton Rouge, La. ..... ieseeunseese™ Fellmans 
CONE, TEs oc ecccces <ateees The Fair Store 
NS as BOs. 5 o40 can ccensersveeses Kline’s 
Philadelphia, Penna, ...........+.++- Lit Bros. 
Salt Lake City, Utah ............ Auerbach Co. 


Teena Paige Dress 


er Abraham & Straus 
RCI ¢..ueucewnencee Carson, Pirie Scott 
Los Angeles, Calif. ..... Broadway Dept. Store 
A sinc seceaes paeaee teen Burdine’s 
New Orleans, La. ..... kiaaawe D. H. Holmes 


Carsonette Dress 


Baltimore, Md. .......... Hochschild Kohn Co. 
eS errr rr Abraham & Straus 
CoE, GIN cnivkdeceevcas H. & S. Pogue 
I MI iccnicseasatecentanone G. Fox 
nga, MINE. «56...0800:00500004 Dayton Co. 
Or Pr Thalhimer’s 
ME: Sion x pbeicemeenmall Field-Schlick 
Washington, D. C. ..... Woodward & Lothrop 


Shirley Lee Dress 


Altoona, Penna. .........-.. Wm. F. Gable Co. 
I, OG dk cnccsucesacd Bon Marche, Inc. 
PFs wo Si wkdseeiseteoen Davison Paxon 
NG A.. Saainrsntessasweaese Gold & Co. 
EW tr cecnasnewbesenesaueee Burdine’s 


Bonnie Blair Dress 


Baltimore, Md. ........-- Hochschild Kohn Co. 
rer ere Carson, Pirie Scott 
Cleveland, Olle ....cccccccccesccs Higbee Co. 
Date, FAI. 5 ic. cctccesccscscnse J. L. Hudson 
Grand Rapids, Mich. ........+.. Wurzburg Co. 
SN A. 2k cack cnuw enna eacaten Gold & Co. 
Louisville, Ky. .......0ee00s Stewart D. G. Co. 
Milwaukee, Wis. ......-...- Ed. Schuster & Co. 
St. Louk, Ma. ..cccccccecccs Famous Barr Co. 
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Ginger Bonner: “Interna- 
tional’s Blossom Time appeals 
to me because of its youthful, 
modern lines. And it’s the first 
sterling pattern ever to come in 
a balanced place setting!” 


Sophie Woodson: “Out of all 
the patterns, Brocade is the one 
that caught my eye. It is so new 
and outstanding, yet will go so 
well with my other things.” 


Virginia Brooks: “Richelieu 
is my choice for life. Its beauty 
and durability will lend grace 
and charm to my table on all 
occasions, both festive and 
everyday.” 


Virginia Cochran: “I want 
Royal Danish—I have seen it on 
many tables and have always 
hoped it could be my pattern, 
too. It has such aristocratic 
lines.” 


Memphis Beauties 


choose their favorite 


International Sterling patterns 
© 


THESE MEMPHIS GIRLS, members of a club called “La 
Jeunesse,” gather in the Peabody Hotel to make their 
lifetime selections of International Sterling. 

To these girls beautiful sterling silver is a precious 
treasure—to be chosen carefully, to be cherished always. 

Because they want to be sure to have the best in the 
years to come, they're starting now to collect their own 
sets of International—the solid silver with beauty that 
lives forever. 


ALL PATTERNS MADEIN U.S.A 








TODAY, International Sterling is one $29.75. Federal tax included. ae ee eS eS ee 
of the greatest values your dollar can Free! Your own Sterling Silver Rec- \{ THE INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO, \ 
buy—and you pay no more whether ord to list pieces you collect in your ue ge 169 Colony St. % 
. - x . . : oe : . Meriden, Conn, y 
you purchase it by the piece or by the pattern. Your initials on ~a a 
of ‘ ¢ . - * (¢ Please send me. free, my Sterling Silver (¢ 
full place setting. A teaspoon costs as cover. Mail coupon today! j \ Record, with folder showing all Interna- \ 
‘ oo a ‘ ‘ ° 4) tional Sterling Patterns. 4) 
little as $3.75; a 6-piece place setting, tase y y r 
ee (6 Name aatniamenieaoe ——— ( 
oy, : 
Mh ge WN | 
, 3% Street — . - . — ) 


International Sterling 


Copyright 1953, The International Silver Co.. Meriden, Conn, 
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My initials are___ 
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Watch the folks who drink Coca-Cola... 
the look of anticipation as they raise the bottle 

to their lips... the smile of satisfaction 
as they taste its matchless flavor. 

It had to be good to get where it is— 
favored above all others for refreshment. 

Have a Coke. 
You Letal tls gualidly 


"COKE" 1S A REGISTERED TRADE-MARK. COPYRIGHT 1953, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 












